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LOST SIR MASSINGBEED. 



PREFATORY. 

In these days, when every man and woman becomes au 
author upon the least provocation, it is not necessary 
to make an apology for appearing in print. Perhaps 
there was always something affected in those pre- 
fatorial justifications ; although they did disclaim any 
literary merit, it is probable that the writers would 
have been indignant enough had the critics taken 
them at their word ; and perhaps the publication was 
not entirely owing to " the warmly-expressed wishes 
of numerous friends." But, at all events, we have 
done with all such excuses now. Not to have written 
anything for the p>ress, j g no small claim to being au 
Original. Neither sex nor age seems to exempt 
from the universal passion for authorship. My niece, 
Jessie (cetat. sixteen), writes heartrending narratives 
for the " Liliputian Magazine ; " her brother, whom I 
have always looked upon as a violent, healthy hobblede- 
hoy, whose highest virtue was Endurance, and whose 
darkest experience was Skittles, produces the most 
thrilling romances for the "Home Companion." 
Even my housekeeper makes no secret of forwarding 
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lier most admired recipes to the "Family Intelli- 
gencer ;" while my stable-boy, it is well known, is a 
prominent jioetical contributor to the " Turf Times," 
having also the gift of prophecy with reference to the 
■winner of all the racing events of any importance. 
And yet, I believe, my household is not more addicted 
to publication than those of my neighbours. 

What becomes of authors by profession in such a 
state of things literary as this, I shudder to think ; 
I feel it almost a sin to add one more to the long list 
of competitors with whom they have to struggle ; but 
still, if I do not now set down the story which I have 
in my mind, I am certain that, sooner or later, my 
nephew will do so for me, and very likely spoil it in 
the telling. He writes in a snappy, jerky, pyrotechnic 
way, which they tell me is now popular, but which is 
not suited to my old-fashioned taste ; and although 
he tlare not make, at present, what he calls "copy" 
of the stories with which I am perhaps too much 
accustomed to regale his ears, he keeps a note-book, 
and a new terror is added to Death from that cir- 
cumstance. When I am gone, he will publish my 
best things, under some such title as "After-Dinner 
Tales," I feel certain ; and they will appear at the 
railway book-stalls in a yellow cover bordered with 
red, or with even a frontispiece displaying a counter- 
feit and libellous presentment of his departed relative 
in the very act of narration. The gem of that collec- 
tion would undoubtedly be the story which I -am 
now about to anticipate the young gentleman by re- 
lating myself. If I am somewhat old-world in my 
style, perhaps it may be forgiven me, in consideration 
of the reality of the circumstances narrated, and the 
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very strong interest which I do not doubt they will 
arouse. 

It is not necessary to state the exact locality where 
they occurred, nor the number of years which have 
elapsed since their occurrence ; it is enough to pre- 
mise that what I tell is true, and that some of the 
principal personages in the — well, the melodrama, if 
you will — are yet alive, and will peruse these words 
before they meet the public eye. If nothing therein 
offends them, therefore it need not, upon the score of 
indiscreet revelation at least, offend my readers. 



CHAPTER I. 

GIANT DESPAIR. 

In a midland county, not as yet scarred by factories, 
there stands a village called Fairburn, which, at the 
time 1 knew it first — many, many years ago — had 
for its squire, its lord, its despot, one Sir Massing- 
berd Heath. Its rector, at that date, was the Rev. 
Matthew Long ; and at the Rectory, when my story 
commences, there was in pupilage to the said rector 
a youth, one Peter Meredith, who has since grown 
up to be the present writer. When we are small, 
all things seem vast to our young minds ; good men 
are saints, and evil ones are demons. I loved Mr. 
Long, therefore, although he. was my tutor; and oh, 
how I feared and hated Sir Massingberd ! It was 
not, however, my boyhood alone that caused me to 
hold this man as a monster of iniquity ; it was the 
opinion which the whole county entertained of him, 
more or less. The people of Fairburn trembled before 
him, as a ship's company before some cruel captain 
of fifteen years back — I mean, of fifteen years before 
the period of which I write. Press-gangs had not 
very long ceased to do their cruel mission ; there 
were old men in our village who bad served their 
time in his Majesty's ships, very much against their 
will ; there were gaps in poor families still, which 
might or might not be filled up ; empty chairs that 
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had so stood for a score of years perhaps, waiting for 
still expected occupiers ; fathers of families, or the 
props of families, in sons and brothers, had been 
spirited away from Fairburn (even a little while ago), 
and had not come back again yet. They had been 
poachers, or radicals, or sectaries (as Dissenters were 
then called), or something else distasteful to Sir 
Massingberd's father, and they had been carried off 
to sea at his command. Let not my young readers 
imagine that I am exaggerating matters ; 1 write of 
a state of things of which they have not the remotest 
conception, but which I remember perfectly well. 
They have reason to thank Heaven that they did not 
live in those times, if they happen to belong to those 
unprosperous classes which were then termed collec- 
tively "the mob;" there were no such things as 
" skilled workmen," or " respectable artisans," in 
those days. The " people " were " the Great Un- 
washed." To build a Crystal Palace for such as they 
were held to be, would have seemed to be the height 
of folly; they would have taken no other pleasure in 
it than to smash every pane with brickbats, for vvere 
they not "the dangerous classes"? Such opinions 
were beginning to die out, indeed; but they were 
held still by many great people, and Sir Massingberd 
Heath was one of them. Reared in a clergyman's 
family, and a clergyman myself, I have been a Con- 
servative in politics all my life, and in that belief I 
shall die; but rank and power are no excuse with me 
for evil deeds. Iu the chamber of my nephew John, 
who " takes in everything," as the phrase goes, I 
once discovered a democratic magazine, edited by a 
gentleman whose surname I forget, but who had a, 
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great multitude of initials. All the poor people de- 
scribed in this work were pious and moral, and all 
the rich people were infidel and profligate; but for 
the noblemen — and there were a good many persons of 
high rank in the various stories — were reserved all the 
choicest invectives and most superlative abuse. No- 
thing, of course, can be more unfair than this treat- 
ment of a class of persons who, considering their 
temptations, are really more than respectable. As a 
general rule the portraits were extravagantly mali- 
cious, but they had this attraction for me — they were 
all exceedingly like Sir Massingberd Heath. He was 
the very type of that bloated aristocracy that is held 
up in scarecrow fashion by republican writers. There 
were not many living specimens to be met with 
even at the date of my tale ; and the old baronet, 
perhaps himself perceiving that he was one of the 
last of them, determined that he should not be the 
least in infamy. Like the Unjust Judge, he neither 
feared God nor regarded man; and, worse than he, 
he would not perform a good action on account of the 
importunity of any person. She must have been 
a brave woman who importuned Sir Massingberd 
Heath, and could scarcely have been brought up in 
Fairburn. 

Whether George IV. was king or not, at the 
period of which I write, it matters not, for his con- 
nexion with our squire had terminated years before; 
but at one time they had been fast, very fast friends. 
When a king and a baronet run a race of extrava- 
gance the king generally wins ; and so it had been in 
this case. His Majesty, or rather His lloyal High- 
ness the Regent, had distanced Sir Massingberd, 
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and they were not now even upon speaking terms. 
Friendships of this sort do not last when one ot 
the parties has spent all his money. What was the 
use of a poor man at White's, who could only look 
on while his old friends played whist for one hundred 
pound points, and five hundred pounds upon the 
rubber? What business, let alone pleasure, could 
one have in London, when Howard and Gibbs would 
not lend one fifty pounds even at fifty per cent. ? 
Sir Massingberd had left that gay, wicked world for 
good, that is to say for ever, and was obliged to live 
at his beautiful country-seat in spite of himself. He 
was irretrievably ruined, so far as his court prospects 
were concerned, for he had no ready money. He 
owned all Fairburn, and many hundreds of rich acres 
about it, beside the Park and the river ; he had the 
great tithes of the place, and manorial rights (which 
he exercised, too) innumerable. Nobody quite knew 
■ — he did not know himself — what privileges he had 
or had not, what pathways he could close at plea- 
sure, what heriots he could demand, or what precise 
property he had in Fairburn gravel-pits, but in all 
cases he gave himself the benefit of the doubt. It 
was a very foolish thing to leave any disputed point 
to the sense of justice, or the good feeling of our 
squire, and yet this was generally done. Where it 
was not done, where some honest fellow had ventured 
to oppose his high prerogative, even though he gained 
his end, he was always, as the village people said, 
" p:vid out" for it. I don't mean to say Sir Classing, 
beiil murdered him — although he would have done 
that, I am confident, without the slightest scruple, if 
it could have been effected with safety to himself— 
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but he took his revenge of liim sooner or later, in a 
very simple way. He caught his children trespassing 
— having caused them to be enticed upon his land — 
and committed them to prison ; or he broke down 
his fences, and spoiled his corn in the night ; for he 
had dependents devoted to his wicked will, and upon 
whose false witness he could always rely. 

And yet, with all this power, the baronet, as I have 
said, was a poor man; he had borrowed all the money 
he could, and was even said to have overreached the 
London Jews in these transactions ; and it was all 
gone — absolutely all. It was seldom that this great 
lord of acres had a ten-pound note in his pocket, for 
his house and land were all entailed upon his nephew 
Marmaduke, and he had only a life-interest in any- 
thing. Poverty perhaps made him bitterer and more 
savage than he would otherwise have been ; but, for 
my part, I cannot imagine him to have been agreeable 
under any circumstances. I have heard, however, 
that at Carleton House he was once the first favourite 
— after Brummel — and that, of course, made him 
sought after by many people. He had a wicked wit, 
which was doubtless acceptable in some circles, and 
his tongue, it may be, was not quite so coarse in those 
days of prosperity. He took a delight in his old age 
in retailing his infamous experiences, before women, 
if possible, and if not, before clergymen or boys. I 
remember to have heard of Mr. Long once venturinc 
to reprove his squire upon an occasion of this very 
kind. The rector had been dining at the Hall— an 
exceptional occurrence, and under exceptional circum- 
stances — when, after dinner, the host began one of his 
disgraceful reminiscences, whereupon my tutor roso 
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and said, " Sir Massiugberd, you should be ashamed 
to talk of such matters to mo; but before this boy, it 
is infamous. I thank you for your hospitality ; but I 
shall go home." 

"Very well; go, and be hanged:" replied the 
baronet; "and Marmaduke and I will make a jolly 
night of it." 

Marmaduke Heath was Mr. Loug's pupil as well 
as myself, and he resided with his uncle at the Hall. 
He would very much rather have retired with his 
tutor on that occasion, and indeed have resided at the 
Rectory, for he dreaded his relative beyond measure. 
All the pretended frankness with which the old man 
sometimes treated the boy was unable to hide the hate 
with which Sir Massingberd really regarded him ; but 
for this heir-presumptive to the entail, this milk-and- 
water lad of seventeen, the baronet might raise money 
to any extent, nay, sell all Fairburn, if he chose, and 
so might once more take his rightful station in the 
world, rejoin the Four-in-hand Club, and demand his 
"revenge" from my Lord Thanetat ecarte. He could 
still drink, for the cellars of Fairburn Hall were well- 
nigh inexhaustible; but if that chit of a lad was but 
carried off, he might have the best in the land to drink 
with him. It is true that a ruined man in Sir Massing- 
berd's position can still afford a good table ; game is 
plentiful with him, and fish, and he grows his own 
mutton and venison, so that neither himself nor his 
friends need starve; but servants must be maintained 
to wait upon these, and a great country-house without 
a carriage is as a lobster without a claw. Consequently, 
except in the shooting season, there Avero no guests 
at Fairburn Hall. The folks that did come were men 



10 LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 

of a certain stamp, current indeed in good society, 
but only in that of males. A real lady had not set 
foot in the Park, far less the house, for the last twelve 
years; the manner in which Sir Massingberd lived 
forbade such a thing. A few bachelors of the County 
Hunt, and half a dozen roues from town, were all the 
company that could be enticed to Fairburn in Sep- 
tember and October. All the rest of the year the 
grass grew in the avenue untouched by wheel or hoof, 
and even sprang up among the stone steps that led to 
the front door. Somehow or other I never saw it 
thus without thinking of the parable of the Sower 
and the Seed, with some distant and uncharitable 
reference to our squire ! I wondered whether it was 
possible that in any far-back time any good seed of 
any sort had found its way into the crannies of his 
stony heart, and if so, what had become of it. I used 
to try and picture that violeut wicked man as a child 
in his cot, or saying his prayers at his mother's knee. 
I believe she had died soon after her marriage ; and 
that, short as her wedded life had been, it was a very 
unhappy one. 

Fairburn Hall had never been a house for tender, 
honest women. The Heaths, who are celebrated, like 
another noble race of the same sort, for their hard 
hearts and excellent digestions, had never been good 
husbands. Fortunately, daughters were rare in the 
family. Hoav Sir Massingberd would have brought 
up a daughter, I shudder to think. One son had been 
the sole offspring vouchsafed to the baronets of this 
line for many generations, except the last; and in the 
present case there was no such direct heir. Some 
fv-^' 1 . Sir Massingberd had married secretly, but was 
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separated from his wife, and some said he had not ; 
hut it seemed somehow certain that with him the 
immediate successor from father to son would cease. 
His brother Gilbert had married young in Italy, and 
had died in that country within the same year. His 
widow had brought his posthumous child, when a 
few months old, to the Hall, at, the invitation of Sir 
ilassingberd, and had remained there for some time. 
The villagers still spoke of the dark foreign lady as 
being the most beautiful creature they had ever 
beheld ; the Park keepers used to come upon her in 
solitary glades, singing sweetly, but, ah ! so sorrow- 
fully, to her child in a tongue that they did not 
understand. The baronet himself was absent, not 
yet cast out of the court whirlpool, and the lonely 
vastness of the place was not displeasing to the young 
widow, wishing, perhaps, to be left undisturbed with 
her grief; but after Sir Massingberd came down, she 
remained but a very few days. It was said that she 
fled with her babe in a winter's night, and that her 
little footprints were traced in the snow to the cross- 
roads where the mail went by, by which she had 
arrived. She was not rich, and had come down iii a 
manner quite different from that of her brother-in- 
law, who, broken and ruined though he was, had 
posted with four horses. That was how all gentle- 
folks of the county travelled in those days. Even 
the very barristers on circuit indulged, and were 
obliged to do so, in a chaise and a pair. The mother 
of ]\Iarmaduke Heath, however, who was heir- 
pro.-umptivc to the largest landed property in Mid- 
(■ hire, was very poor. Whether the late baronet had 
omitted to make a proper provision for his younger 
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son, or whether Gilbert had made away with it after 
the usual manner of the Heaths, 1 do not know ; but 
his widow and child betook themselves into Devon- 
shire — selected, perhaps, from its climate approaching 
nearer than any other part of England to that of her 
native land — and there lived in a very humble fashion. 
How Marmaduke ever got into his uncle's hands, I 
never could clearly understand. His mother had died 
suddenly, whereupon the family lawyer, Mr. Clint, of 
Russell Square, who had the entire management of 
the Heath property, had in the first instance taken 
possession of the lad ; but Sir Massingberd had 
claimed his right to be the guardian of his nephew, 
and it could not be disallowed. 

Such were mainly the circumstances, I believe. 
But all sorts of stories were in circulation concerning 
" Giant Despair," as the savage old baronet was 
called, and his nephew, the general opinion agreeing 
only upon one point — that no sane person would 
change places with Master Marmaduke Heath at 
Doubting Castle, notwithstanding the greatness of 
his expectations. 



CHAPTER II. 

MY FIRST INTERVIEW. 

Mr own history lias little or nothing to do with the 
present narrative, and therefore I will not allude to it 
except where' it is absolutely necessary. Suffice it to 
say that my parents were in India, and that for many 
years Fairburu Rectory was my home. I had no 
vacations, in the sense that the word is generally 
understood to mean ; I had nowhere else to go to, 
nor did I wish to go anywhere. No father eould have 
been kinder, or have done his duty better by me, than 
did Mr. Long. How poor Marmaduke used to envy 
me my wardship to that good man ! I well remember 
the first day I came to Fairburu. It Avas early 
summer ; its great woods were in all their glory, and 
to me, fresh from shipboard and the vast waste of sea, 
the place seemed a bower of bliss. First, the grey 
old church tower upon the hill; and then the turrets 
of the Hall, half hidden in oak ; and last, the low- 
roofed, blossom-entangled cottage where I found so 
bright a welcome — that was the order in which Fair- 
burn was introduced to visitors in town. The Church, 
and the Hall, and the Rectory, all lay together ; the 
churchyard, dark with yews, encroached upon the 
Rectory garden; and that bright spot, so trimly kept 
that one was moved to pick up a fallen leaf, if such 
were on its lawn, sloped down into the heart of the 
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Park. A light iron railing, with wires to prevent 
the hares and rabbits from entering in and nibbling 
the flowers, alone divided the great man's land from 
Mr. Long's trim demesne. The deer came up, and 
pushed their velvet horns against it. In copse and 
fern, twinkled the innumerable ear and tail. I had 
never seen such animals before, and they delighted 
me hugely. After dinner, on the very day that I 
arrived, I fed them through the rails, and they ate 
the bread from my open hand. 

" They take you for Marmaduke," said ~}.lv. Long, 
smiling ; " for otherwise they would be shy of ai 
stranger." 

" And who is Marmaduke, sir ? " 

"Ee is your fellow-pupil, and I make no doubt 
will be your friend. I wish that he was resident with 
me, like yourself; but his uncle, who lives at the 
Hall yonder, will not part with him. He reads with 
me morning and afternoon, however." 

" Does he like reading, sir ? " inquired I with 
hesitation, for I for my part did not. My education, 
such as it was, had been fitful, incomplete, and in a 
word, Indian ; and I had come back much older than 
most European boys have to come home, a sad 
dunce. 

" Yes, Marmaduke is very fond of reading," pur- 
sued my tutor ; " that is, reading of a certain sort. 
He always does his work well with me, so I must not 
be hard on him, but he is certainly too fond of novels. 
And yonder he comes, see, with a book in his hand 
even as he walks." My tutor pointed to the Park ; 
and there, coming slowly down a long, broad " ride," 
with his eyes fixed upon a volume he held in his 
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hand, was a youth of seventeen years old or so, which 
was about my own age. As he came nearer, I began 
to see why the deer had mistaken me for him ; not 
indeed, because he was very handsome (which was 
not at all the case with me)', but inasmuch as his com- 
plexion was as olive as my own. 

"Why, he has been to India too!" whispered 
I to my tutor, ratber disappointed than otherwise, 
for I had had enough of Indian playmates, and to 
spare. 

"No," returned he in the same low voice; "his 
mother was an Italian." 

Then he introduced us, and I began to hang my 
head, and play with the buttons of my waistcoat, as 
is the graceful manner of hobbledehoys upon such a 
ceremony ; but Marmaduke, completely self-possessed, 
asked about my journey, and particularly what I had 
seen at sea. He knew so much about sharks and 
porpoises that I thought he must have made some 
long voyage himself, but he told me that such was 
not the case. 

" Though I should like to go to sea of all things," 
said he ; " and I would cruise about that cape — what's 
its name ? — until I met with the ' Flying Dutchman,' 
that is the vessel which I wish to see." 

" I have never heard of her," said I, proud of that 
nautical use of the feminine. "Is she one of the 
Company's ships?" 

At this my tutor began to rub his hands and 
chuckle inwardly, as was his wont when vastly 
amused ; but perceiving that the colour came into my 
cheeks, he laid his hand upon my shoulder kindly, 
and said that he was glad to find my head, at least, 
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was not stuck full of foolish stories, as some people's 
heads •were ; while Marmaduke, without triumphing 
in the least over my ignorance, explained to me all 
about that Phantom Ship which glides full sail upon 
the astonished voyager, and passes through his vessel 
without shock or noise. He told the tale exactly as 
if he had heard it straight from the lips of an eye- 
witness, and believed it himself; he never laughed, 
and if he smiled he seemed to be sorry that he had 
done so directly afterwards. Some melancholy 
thought appeared to occupy his mind at all times; 
and if a bright fancy crossed it, it was but for an 
instant, like lightning through the cloud. I am not 
describing an " interesting " youth, after the manner 
of romance-writers ; no "secret sorrow" obscured the 
young existence of Marmaduke Heath, but simply, 
as I subsequently discovered, vulgar, abject terror. 
His whole being was oppressed by reason of one man. 
The shadow of Sir Massingberd cast itself over him 
alike when he went out from his hated presence and 
when he was about to return to it. He Avas never 
free from its nightmare influence — never. His passion 
for reading was not so much a love of books, as a 
desire to escape in them from the circumstances of 
his actual life. If he ever forgot him in earnest talk 
— and he was the most earnest talker, as a boy, I ever 
knew — the mention of his uncle's name was a 
Medusa's Head to turn him into stony silence on the 
instant. If Marmaduke Heath could only have got 
away from Fairburn Hall when I first knew him, his 
mind might have regained its natural vigour and elas- 
ticity ; but as it was, it grew more sombre and morbid 
every day. His hungry intellect was nourished 
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npon what associations happened to be at hand, and 
they were very unhealthy food. The wickedness of 
Sir Massingberd was, of course, sufficiently present 
to him, like some hateful picture hung at a bed's foot, 
which the eyes of a sleepless man cannot avoid ; while 
every tongue about the Hall was ready to tell him of 
the evil deeds of his forefathers. At first, I thought 
my young friend's constant allusion to his family was 
the result of aristocratic pride, although, indeed, there 
was nothing to be proud of iu what he told me, but 
very much the reverse ; but I soon found that this 
was not the case. The history of the Heaths was 
what interested him most of all histories, and he 
favoured me with extracts from it solely upon that 
account. As for the fact of their noble blood running 
iu his own veins, he would, I am confident, have far 
rather been the son of Mrs. Myrtle, the kind old 
housekeeper at the Rectory. 

" We are a doomed race, Peter," he once said to me, 
not long after we had made friendship with one another. 
" Generation after generation of us have sinned and 
sinned. The Corsicans have their family feuds trans- 
mitted to them, but they are hostile only to their 
fellow-men ; the Heaths have ever fought against 
Heaven itself. Each successor to the title seems to 
have said, like the descendants of Tubal Cain — 

' We will not hear, we will not know, 
The God that was our father's foe.' 

There is the Church," said he, pointing to that 
glorious pile, which, at Fairburn, was almost a cathe- 
dral in magnitude and beauty, "and there is the Hall. 
They are antagonistic ; thev are devoted to opposite 

c 
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purposes. I tell you, yes; our family residence is 
consecrated to the devil." 

I am afraid I could not help laughing at this sin- 
gular notion. 

"Nay," cried he, looking round him furtively, "but 
you shall see that it is so." We were in the Rectory 
garden, which communicated with the churchyard by 
a wicket. He led the way into it ; and in a distant 
corner, upon the north side of the chancel, he showed 
me a sombre burying place, separated from the rest of 
the God's acre, and imprisoned in dark purgatorial 
rails. " Do you know why we are all put there," asked 
he, "instead of with the other — Christian — folks?" 

"You are too proud to lie with the pool', perhaps," 
returned I, who had still that idea in my mind with 
regard to Marmaduke himself. 

" No," said he ; " it is not that, it is because the 
Heaths will not be buried in consecrated ground." 

"But you have a family vault underneath the 
chancel, have you not ? " 

" Yes ; but it is not ' snug lying.' None of us have 
been put there since old Sir Hugh, in Queen Anne's 
time. When they opened the vault for him, they 
found his father's coffin with its plate to the ground. 
It had turned over. The witty parson would have it 
that it was only natural that it should have done so, 
since its tenant during life had fought alternately for 
Parliament and King, and was addicted to changing 
sides. But when Sir Hugh's successor demanded lodg- 
ing in the place in his turn, they found Sir Hugh's 
coffin had turned over likewise. The circumstance so 
terrified the dead man's heir — who had not been on 
the best terms with him during life, and perhaps 
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thought he owed him some amends — that he swore hid 
father should not lie in such restless company ; and 
as the late baronet had been at feud with the then 
rector, he determined to dispense with auy assistance 
from the church at all, and buried him in an adjoining 
field, which was subsequently made the last resting- 
place of all our race, as you perceive. The burial 
service is dispensed with, of course. It would be 
mere mockery to address such words as Hope and 
Faith to the corpse of a Heath of Fairburn." 

"My dear Marmaduke," said I, "you make my 
very blood run cold. But surely you exaggerate 
these things. Some of your people have been Ca- 
tholics, and been buried in their own chapel at the 
Hall, have they not ? " 

" Only one of them," replied the boy with bitter- 
ness. " My great-grandfather, Sir Nicholas, abjured 
his infidelity and became a Papist, in order to secure 
his bride. He turned the chapel into a banqueting 
hall, however, and used the sacramental plate in his 
nnholy revels ; but after death the priests got hold of 
him at last, and ' Nick the Younger,' as he was called, 
now lies under the altar which he so often pi-ofaned. 
The beginning of his funeral ceremonies was not 
conducted so decently as the last rites. He had got 
outlawed, I believe, or at all events was driven abroad 
in his latter days, and died there. Nobody at Fair- 
burn had heard of him for many months, when one 
October night, as Oliver Bradford, who is now the 
head-keeper, but was then a very young man, was 
watching in the home-preserves, he heard a terrible 
noise in the high-road, and making his way out, came 
upon this spectacle. Two men in black, and upou 

c 2 
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black horses, rode by him at full speed, and close 
behind them came a hearse aud four, likewise at the 
gallop. The plumes upon it waved backwards, he 
says, like corn, and all the black trappings of the 
thing fluttered and flapped as it went by. Another 
man on horseback, singing to himself a drunken song, 
closed this horrid procession. It moved up towards 
the village, and Oliver listened to it until the noise 
seemed to cease about opposite to the Park gates. The 
solitary witness, frightened enough before, was now 
doubly terrified ; for he made sure that what he had 
seen was the news of Sir Nicholas's decease, brought 
over in this ghastly and characteristic fashion. He 
did not for a single moment imagine that it was a 
palpable vision, and yet he had seen a veritable funeral 
pass by. The old baronet had died in France, leaving 
directions, and the money to carry them out, that his 
corpse should be taken at night, and at full gallop, 
through every town that lay between Dover and 
Fairburn. Alive or dead," added Marmaduke grimly, 
"the Heaths are a charming family." 

" At all events, my dear fellow," said I, laying my 
hand upon his arm, "you will have nothing to fear 
f~om comparison with your forefathers. You may 
make a good reputation, at a cheap price. 1 A very 

i I am told by ;m able friend, who is good enough to revise 
for mo tins manuscript, that it is not likely that a mere boy, as I 
then was, would have made such an observation as the above. 
I do not doubt that this remark is altogether just ; but I am 
niraid it will apply to so much else in this narrative, that it is 
scarcely worth while to make an alteration. I am not used to 
literary composition; I cannot weigh whether this or that is 
characteristic of a speaker. I am merely a garrulous person 
who has, however, such a striking story to tell, that I trust tho 
matter will atone for the manner. 
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little virtue will go a great way with the next tenant 
of Fairburn Hall, if half the tales we hear be 
true." 

"And what tales are those?" inquired a deep, 
low voice at my very elbow. 

I believe I jumped a foot or two in the air myself, 
r-o great was my alarm. But as for my companion, 
if those grass-grown tombs which we were contem- 
plating had given up their wicked skeletons before 
his eyes, he could not have exhibited a greater excess 
of terror. 

Beside me stood a man of Herculean proportions, 
who, by his dres3, might have been taken for an 
uncler-gamekeeper, but for a very massive gold chain 
which hung from the top button-hole of his waistcoat 
down to its deep-flapped pocket. What is now, I 
believe, called an " Albert guard," resembles it on a 
smaller scale ; but at the time I speak of such an 
ornament was altogether unique. His face, too, evi- 
dently belonged to one who was used to command. 
On the forehead was a curious indented curve like the 
letter U, while his lips curled contemptuously upwards 
also, in somewhat the same shape. The two together 
gave him a weird, and, indeed, a demoniacal look, 
which his white beard, although long and flowing, 
bad not enough of dignity to do away with. I bad 
never heard Sir Massingberd's personal appearance 
described ; but even if I had not had before me his 
shrinking nephew, I should have recognized at once 
the features of Giant Despair. 

" And what tales are those which are told against 
the present tenant of Fairburn Hall?" reiterated tho 
baronet, scanning me from head to foot with his cold, 
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glittering eyes. " And who is this young gentleman 
"who comes to listen to them from the lips of my 
loving ward ? " 

"Sir," said I, "your nephew was saying nothing 
whatever against you, I do assure yon. I was merely 
referring to the gossip of the village, which, indeed, 
does not make you out to be entirely a saint." I 
was angry at having been frightened by this man, 
who, after all, could not hurt me. I had been accus- 
tomed, too, to Indian life ; which, without making 
one bolder than other people, indisposes one t/j 
submit to dictation, which is only the duty of the 
natives. 

Sir Massingberd reached forth one iron finger, and 
recked me with it to and fro, though I stood as firm 
as I could. " Take care, young gentleman, take 
care," said he; " that spirit of yours will not do down 
at Fairburn. Mr. Long does not seem to have 
taught you humility, I think. Marmaduke, go 
home." He spoke these last w r ords exactly as a man 
speaks to his dog, who has injudiciously followed him 
to church on Sunday, in the hope that he was bent on 
partridge shooting. 

The boy instantly obeyed. He shrank away, 
passing as closely to the churchyard railing as he 
could, as though he almost feared a blow from his 
uncle. 

" There is humility, there is docility ! " sneered 
the baronet, looking after him. " And if I had you 
up at the Hall, my young bantam, for four and twenty 
hours or so, I'd make you docile too." He strodo 
away with a laugh like the creaking of an iron hin-e, 
for he saw that I did not dare to answer him. He 
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strode away over the humble graves, setting his foot 
deep into their daisied mounds as though in scorn ; 
and his laugh echoed again and again from the sepul- 
chral walls, for it was joy to Sir Massingberd Heath 
to know that he was feared. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE DREAM BY THE BROOK. 

Although my story must needs be sombre -wherever 
it has to do with that person whose name it bears, 
yet I hope there will be found some sunny spots in it. 
During the first few months after my arrival at Fair- 
burn, there was nothing to sadden life there that I 
knew of. I passed my days under green leaves, and 
not only in a metaphorical sense ; for every fine after- 
noon, immediately after study was over, I betook 
myself to the Park. The whole place was watched 
as zealously, even in summer, as the gardens of the 
Hesperides, but Mr. Long had obtained permission 
for me to roam at large therein. To me, vexed from 
childhood by Indian suns, Fairburn Chase — as that 
part of the demesne most remote from the Hall Avas 
called — Avas far more delightful than it could have 
been to any mere English boy. Its stately avenues 
of oaks, tapering into infinite distance, Avith their 
checker work of beam and shade, was the realization 
of my dreams of forest beauty. Nor Avas its delicious 
coolness marred by the broad strips of sunlight, at 
long but equal distances, like the golden stairs of the 
Angels' Ladder ; for those, I kneAv, marked the inter- 
lacing of " the Rides," themselves as fair, and leading, 
not as the avenue did, to the outer world, but into 
secret bowers known only to the deer and me. 
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When Marmaduke was not with mo, which often 
enough happened, poor fellow ! and particularly after 
that unfortunate meeting with his uncle in the church- 
yard — the whole Chase seemed abandoned to myself. 
I dare say it was not really so, aud that if I had not 
been a privileged person I should soon have found 
out my mistake, but for days and days I never saw 
any human being there. Now and then the figure of 
a gamekeeper, dwarfed by distance, would make its 
appearance for a moment, to be lost the next in some 
leafy glade. But the sense of solitude was thereby 
rather increased than otherwise, just as the poet tells 
us in a case where the ear and not the eye was con- 
cerned, " the busy woodpecker made stiller by his 
sound the inviolable quietness." Lying couched in 
fern, in that lordly pleasure-place, I have myself 
entertained some poetic thought?, although they 
never found expression. Even now, as I shut my 
eyes, I make an inward picture of some such resting- 
place ; nothing to be seen but the long green feathery 
stems which the summer air just stirs about my brow, 
and the broad branches of the oak that stretch them- 
selves motionless between me and the sun ; nothing 
to be heard but the coo of the ring-dove, and the 
swift stealthy bite of the dappled deer. Nor did 
Fairburn Chase lack water to complete its beauty. 
In front of the Hall itself moved a broad slow stream, 
which presently slid rather than fell down ledges of 
mossy stone into a wilderness of trees and shrubs, 
through which it wandered on like one who has lost 

£5 

his way, but siugiug blithely nevertheless. Another 
stream, which was my favourite, burst spring-liko 
from the very heart of the Chase, having been arti- 
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ficially conveyed beneath the avenue, anil ran quite a 
little river, and at a great rate, to form the island 
where the herons lived ; after -which, as though it had 
done its work, it went its way tranquilly enough. If 
it had nothing to boast of but the heronry it might 
have been a proud little brook, for never did colony 
of those solemn birds take their sad pleasure in a 
more lovely spot; but besides it had a certain bend 
in it— essential to the beauty of a brook as straight- 
ness is to that of a tree — which I have never seen 
rivalled elsewhere. Its right bank rose there, though 
not abruptly, and left half its bed of brown saud and 
loose tinkling shingle bare to the sunlight, save so 
much of it as the shade of a cluster of lime-trees 
could cover. Here the bee and the bird brought their 
songs, and the dragon-flies the glory of their turquoise 
armour and glittering wings throughout the summer 
noons. The cool fragrant smell of the limes, and the 
drowsy music of the insects that haunted them, were 
inexpressibly pleasant to me, who, I am afraid, had 
not a little of the Asiatic indolence in my nature. 
Sometimes a group of swans sailed by on the unruffled 
stream, themselves a slumbrous pageant fit enough to 
herald sleep ; but at all events, swans or no swans, I 
often did sleep there. One July afternoon, in par- 
ticular, when the heat was almost as intense as at 
Calcutta, and no punkahs to cool one, I went to this 
place with malice prepense to lie there and do no- 
thing, whicb, from my youth up, has always been 
synonymous with a siesta. I cannot do absolutely 
nothing, and yet keep awake. I very much admire the 
people whom I often meet in railway carriages, who en- 
dure, without books or newspapers, hundreds of miles 
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of weary travel, and who do it with their eyes open. 
I wonder they do not break out into a melody, or at 
least a whistle. They cannot possibly be thinking all 
that time, and indeed they have no appearance of em- 
ploying themselves in that way, but " stare right on 
with calm eternal eyes," with no more speculation in 
them than those of the Sphinx herself. I envy, but 
I cannot imitate those happy persons. There is no 
such state of coma with me ; I either wake or sleep. 

I lay, then, beneath the limes by the brook in 
Fairburn Chase, half-buried in the soft brown sand ; 
and even while I looked upon the glancing stream, 
with the grand old willow opposite, that bent its 
hoary honours half-way o'er, the scene dissolved and 
changed ; the brook became a river, and the willow a 
palm-tree, and the Chase a sandy tract, and the fir- 
clump on the distant hill the snow-capped Himalaya. 
I saw, too — and alas ! I was never more to see them, 
except, as then,, in dreams — my father and my 
mother: but they passed by me with pitiful, loving 
looks, and Avent their way. Then the ayah, the black 
nurse who was watching over me — for I was once 
more a child — stole down to the river-brink, and 
drew a fluted dagger from her bosom, and dipped it 
in the sacred flood, and I felt that I was to die. I 
knew her well ; we two had loved one another as 
nurse and child do love, where the nurse perforce 
takes half the mother's part ; as the child grows up, 
his affection, at the best, congeals to gratitude ; but 
not so with the breast that suckled him — God forgive 
us men ; and the pain of my dream was sharpest 
because it was my own dear ayah who was about to 
slay me. I had offended Vishnu, or else she would 
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not have done it; her gods demanded my life of 
her; but she was sorry; I felt her cold lips upon 
my brow, and then a large round tear fell upon my 
cheek like icy hail, and I awoke. There was a 
tumult of sounds in the air ; the birds, and the bees, 
and the bubbling wave, silent while I had slept, 
seemed to have burst out together in chorus at my 
waking. I was bewildered, and knew not where I 
was. My dream was more distinct at first than the 
realities about me. If I had but closed my eyes 
again, I knew that it would be continued at the spot 
where it had left off, that the fluted dagger would 
have drunk my life-blood ; and therefore I made an 
effort to rouse myself. Wondrous are dreams, and 
wondrous the border-land 'twixt life and sleep ! If 
my existence had depended upon it, I could not, for 
some seconds, have told for certain Avhether I was in 
England or in India. Then reason began to re- 
assume her sway, and the vague mysterious powers, 
of whom we shall one day perhaps have a more 
certain knowledge, withdrew reluctant from their 
usurped dominion over me. I remembered, however, 
most distinctly, every incident that they had brought 
about, and I placed my hand mechanically upon my 
left cheek — I had been lying upon my right — upon 
which the tear had seemed to fall. Great Heaven, it 
was still wet I I was really startled. The cloudless 
sky forbade tlie 'dea of a drop of rain having fallen; 
I had shed no tear myself while dreaming, for my 
eyes were dry, and even if I had, it could scarcely 
have dropped as it did, making a cool round spot in 
the centre of the cheek— it would have slid down 
and left a little frigid line: there were no stones for 
the stream to splash against and thus besprinkle me. 
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It was very odd. Still, I did not imagine for a 
moment that my poor black nurse bad really come 
across the seas to drop the tributary tear upon her 
sleeping boy ; moreover, she could scarcely have got 
away so suddenly without leaving some trace of her 

departure, some . My heart all of a sudden 

ceased to beat; a shiver ran through me, as runs 
from stem to stern through a doomed ship that 
comes end on at speed upon a sunken rock ; my eyes 
had fallen — while I thus reasoned with myself— upon 
a sight to terrify an older man than I, after such a 
dream ; the print of a woman's bare feet in tlie sand. 
Had there been any footprints — those of a keeper or 
watcher, for instance — I should have been startled to 
know that some one had passed by while I slumbered, 
for most certainly the sand had been untrodden up to 
the moment I had lost consciousness ; but that a 
woman with naked feet had been really present while 
I dreamed that horrible dream, was something more 
than startling. In Scotland such a circumstance 
would have been less remarkable, but in Fairburn I 
had not yet seen any person without shoes. There 
were a considerable number of footprints, but only 
of one individual : she had stood beside me for some 
time, for they were deeper close to the place where 
I had lain, and there was also one impression there 
which looked as though the mysterious visitor had 
knelt. They had come and returned the same way, 
which was not the one that I had come myself, and 
they began and ended at the streamside a few yards 
beyond, and out of sight of the bend which was my 
favourite haunt. The woman had doubtless crossed 
and recrossed by means of some natural stepping- 
stones that showed their heads above water; there 
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was no path on the other side, but only a tangled 
thicket, through which it would have been impossible 
to track her, even had I been so disposed, which I 
was not. To say truth, I was terribly discomposed. 
For a minute or two I clung to the notion that the 
footprints were my own, made, perhaps, under the 
influence of somnambulism. I took off my shoes, 
and measured the tracks with my own feet, but I 
found, boy as I was, that mine effaced them. They 
were certainly the marks of a woman ; smaller than 
those of a grown male, yet firmer set than those of a 
child. Never since the days of Robinson Crusoe was 
ever man so panic-struck by footprints in the sand as 
I. Although it was broad daylight, and the air was 
alive with sounds, I fairly trembled. The many evil 
stories which, during my short stay at Fairburn, I 
had already heard of the old Hall, a corner of which 
I could discern from where I stood, crowded in upon 
my brain ! the whole demesne seemed under a 
malign influence — enchanted ground. I turned from 
the spot, whose lonely beauty had once so won my 
soul, with fear and loathing; and as I turned, there 
rang out — it may have been from the thicket across 
the stream, but the echoes took it up so suddenly, 
that it seemed to ring all arouud me — a laugh so 
terrible, so demoniacally mocking, that I could 
scarcely believe it came from mortal throat. Again 
and again it rose, and circled about, as though it 
would have headed my fleeing steps, and driven me 
back upon some dreadful Thing, while I fled through 
the fern towards home at my topmost speed, and the 
white-tailed rabbits scampered to left and right, less 
frightened than I. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE DUMB "WITNESS. 

A sentiment ot shame prevented my mentioning the 
affair of the footprints to my tutor: and as for 
Marmaduke, although Ave were by this time very 
intimate, I would not have furnished him with a new- 
occasion for detesting Fairburn Chase upon any 
account. Not only, however, was my favourite 
haunt by the brook become an object of aversion to 
me, but I confess I took much less delight in any 
part of the Heath demesne. I kept my eyes about 
me, even in the great avenue, and upon the whole 
preferred the rectoi"'s little garden, if at any time I 
had a mind for sleeping out of doors. 

"Meredith," observed Mr. Long to me one morn- 
ing — he called me "Peter" generally, but when he 
had anything serious to say it was " Meredith " — " it 
appears to me that you don't take nearly so much 
exercise as you used to do. Your appetite is failing. 
I am really concerned about you." 

" Thank you, sir, I am pretty well." 

"Nonsense, Peter, no boy should be 'pretty 
well;' he should be in the rudest, vulgarest health, or 
else he is in a bad way. Your good father advised 
me that if you seemed the least to need it, I should 
get you a nag. It is Crittenden Fair next week. 
What say you to my buying you a horse?' 
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"Thank you, sir, that is just what I should like," 
cried I. "I am certainly getting tired of walking 
about alone." And then I began to blush a little, 
for of late rather than go into the Chase I had been 
accompanying my tutor in his favourite diversion of 
fishing, which 1 cared nothing about, or else in his 
parochial expeditions. 

" Don't be afraid to speak out, my boy," said Mr. 
Long, with a kind smile, " you will not hurt my feel- 
ings. You and I are very good friends, but you want 
somebody of your own age to be your companion. 
Isn't that it? And very natural too. No young 
gentleman, except in story-hooks, enjoys the society 
of his tutors. Even Sandford and Merton got a 
little tired of good Mr. Barlow, I fancy, he was so 
desperately full of information. You want a fellow 
who can shy stones and climb trees." 

"No, sir, indeed I don't," said I, a little indig- 
nantly ; for I was getting too old, I nattered myself, 
for any boyish escapades of that sort. " But I do 
wish that Marmaduke was allowed to come out with 
me a little more. Would not Sir Massingberd let 
him have a horse also?" 

Mr. Long shook his head, and was silent for a 
little; then, as if in continuation of his thought, he 
added, "And yet, I don't know, we'll go over to the 
Hall and see about it this very morning." 

"I, sir?" inquired I, in astonishment; for I had 
never set foot in Doubting Castle, or seen it from any 
nearer spot than the Heronry. 

"Did I say 'we?'" said Mr. Long, reflective!}'. 
" I didn't mean to do so, but I really see no reason 
why you shouldn't come. Ton would wait a con- 
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6iderable time if you -waited for an invitation from 

Sir Massingberd, but Tush, if poor Marmaduke 

lives there, and yet remains a good boy, half an 
hour's visit will not be the ruin of the lad." The 
latter part of this remark -was uttered aloud, although 
intended to be strictly private, which was not an 
uncommon occurrence with my worthy tutor, and I 
have noticed the same peculiarity in other persons of 
studious habits. He led the way into the road at 
once, pursuing which, under the park Avail, we pre- 
sently came upon a little door, which my tutor opened 
with a private key. This admitted us into the wall- 
garden, or, a3 it was sometimes called, from the 
quantities of that fruit which it contained, the pcach- 
garder. An enormous area was here entirely given 
up to f?t. cultivation of fruits; in the centre were 
strawberry-beds, gooseberries, melon-beds, the glasses 
of which dazzled you to behold; and raspberries upon 
trellis-work, on so extensive a scale that it looked 
like a maze. The northern end was occupied by an 
enormous green-house, which in those days was 
rather a rare adjunct, even to a rich man's garden. 
But the most surpiising sight was that of the 
walls covered with spread-eagled fruit-trees, or, as 
school-boys then called them, " Lawk-a-daisies," 
laden with the most exquisite dainties — peaches, 
nectarines, apricots, and bloomy plums. A number 
of men were busily employed about this teeming 
scene. 

"Why do they say Sir Masaingbcrd is poor?" 
inquired I. "Is not all this his?" 

"Yes; it is all his." 

"Well, but what valuable fruit, and what enor* 

r> 
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mous quantities of it ! Why, lie would make a largo 
income, even if he was to sell it." 

" He does sell it," replied my tutor, smiling. 
" Nineteen out of twenty of all these peaches will 
find their way to Covent Garden. Why, how could 
he eat them, you foolish boy? Even if he gave them 
away to all Fairburn, he would introduce the cholera." 

"A baronet and a market-gardener!" exclaimed I. 
" Well, that seems very odd." 

Mr. Long did not choose to inform me at that time 
that almost all the income Sir Massingberd had was 
drawn from this source, and from the selling of game, 
with which his great preserves were overflowing. 
The staff of gardeners and of keepers was retained 
mainly upon this account. In the interest of Marma- 
duke, Mr. Clint, the family lawyer, did, I believe, con- 
tribute a certain annual sum for keeping up the gar- 
dens aud the Chase; but this was by private arrange- 
ment, and at his own risk and responsibility. Thus it 
was that while some parts of the Fairburn demesne 
were as admirably maintained as possible, others were 
suffered to fall into decay. Just as we emerged from 
the wall-garden, for instance, there was a small arti- 
ficial hollow planted with trees, and within it, peering 
above ground, a thatched roof covered with moss and 
mildew, and with great gaps and holes in it. This 
was the ice-house — in theue Wenham Lake and Refri- 
gerator days an almost obsolete building, but in the 
time I write of considered a necessary apj^endage to 
every country scat. Next we entered an arcade of 
immense length, which the noonday rays would have 
striven in vain to penetrate, but for the spaces where 
the trellis-work had given way through age and 
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neglect, and the ivy trailed down from rusted nails 
and obstructed the way. Seats were placed in niches 
at unequal intervals upon one side of this arcade; but 
they looked very unattractive, damp, worm-eaten, 
cracked, and here and there with a slug upon them, 
making slimy paths. Yet from one of these alcoves 
there started up, while we were still a long way off, 
a female figure, and stood for a moment looking at us 
in great surprise. Above her happened to be one of 
those broken portions of the leafy roof, and through 
it the sunlight poured right down in a golden flood, 
as a glory sometimes does in ancient pictures. A tall, 
dark woman, who must have been exquisitely beau- 
tiful in her youth, and even now retained considerable 
attractions ; her eyes were large and lustrous, and 
her hair — never even in India had I seen hair more 
dark, or so luxuriant. It was not rolled tight at the 
back in a great pillow, as was then the fashion, or, 
indeed, confined in any way, but streamed down over 
her shoulders, and far below that place where it was 
the pleasure of our ancestresses to consider that their 
waists occurred. She cast upon us at first a glance 
haughty and almost defiant, but upon recognizing my 
companion, quenched her fiery looks. 

" Stop here, my lad," whispered Mr. Long, laying 
his hand firmly upon my shoulder; "wait till she has 
gone away." 

The woman saw the gesture, although she could 
not have heard the words. "I shall not bite the boy, 
Mr. Long," cried she, with a shrill laugh; " however, 
I will make myself scarce." She took a few rapid 
steps to an opening on the right of the arcade, which 
led to the lawn and flower-garden, and was lost to us 
in a moment. 

D 2 
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" I did not know there were any Indies at the Hall," 
said I. 

My tutor did not answer, but walked on mutter- 
ing to himself as if annoyed. I did not repeat the 
remark, for I was wondering within myself whether 
it could be this woman who had watched my sleep 
and knelt by me, dagger in hand, according to my 
dream. She looked just the sort of female to drive 
5uchan instrument home, if she entertained that fancy 
— a Judith, equal to the slaying of any Holofernes, 
and far more of a slight-built, overgrown Indian 
lad like me. There was certainly something un- 
canny about her, and I thought it very strauge 
that :Marmaduke had never spoken to mc of her 
existence. 

The arcade brought us out into a sunk garden, 
which was a rosary, on to which opened the tall win- 
lows of a noble-looking room. The walls, I could 
^ee, were lined with books, and on the numerous 
tables lay portfolios and volumes that gave promise 
of great store of plates. This was the library where 
Marmaduke had told me he passed his only happy 
hours at Fairburn. His uncle rarely so much as 
entered it, although he was not without some reputa- 
tion for learning. In particular, it was said that he 
was well acquainted with divinity, and could quote 
chapter and verse of the Bible against the parson. I 
have since had reason to believe, that his talents in 
this way were greatly exaggerated. What he had 
ever read he doubtless recollected, if his memory 
served him as well in literary matters as when lie 
had a grudge to pay; but I cannot think that ho 
ever studied divinity. If he had any knowledge of 
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the Bible at all, it doubtless astonished all who knew 
him, and they made the most of it. 

A few steps farther brought us to the north face 
of the mansion, in which was the principal entrance. 
Notwithstanding the broad sweep in front of the 
steps, and the avenue branching right and left, there 
did not seem space enough as contrasted with the 
vast mass of trees. The scene was like a clearing in 
a forest, where the openings are artificial, and the 
wood comes by nature rather than the converse, and 
even in that September day the air struck chill. The 
griffins that guarded the great stone steps had lost, 
the one an ear, and the other a wing, and the steps 
themselves were chipped and cracked. The grass 
which grew there unchecked at other seasons had, 
however, been scraped out. because Sir Massingberd's 
guests were expected immediately for the shooting. 
None of them, however, had as yet arrived. The 
great bell which answered our summons clanged 
through the place as though there had been neither 
furniture nor people within it. The vast dooi was 
opened long before its echoes ceased, and, indeed, 
with marvellous quickness. When the man saw who 
we were, he looked vexed at having put himself in a 
flurry without necessity. He thought, doubtless, it 
was his master who demanded admittance, and had 
come post haste from the pantry, it being very dan- 
gerous to keep the baronet waiting. We were ushered 
into the great hall, and left there while the man went 
to seek Sir Massingberd. This huge apaitment was 
evidently used as a sitting-room. There were couches 
and comfortable chairs in profusion, and a fine aroma 
of tobacco pervaded everything. The walls v/e.e 
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ornamented -with antlers and the heads of foxes ; (\ 
number of fishing-rods stood in one corner ; in an- 
other lay some of those clubs that are used for 
exercising the muscles. On the table was an open 
pocket-book, stuck full of gorgeous artificial flies. 
Presently the man reappeared. Sir Massingberd 
■would see us in his private sitting-room. We walked 
over polished oak, on which I could with difficulty 
keep my footing, down a loug passage hung with 
giim portraits of the Heath family, " all dead and 
judged," as Marmaduke subsequently informed me, 
until we came to a short flight of steps on the left 
hand. These we descended, and following the foot- 
steps of our conductor in almost perfect darkness, 
came upon double doors, the inner of which, a baize 
one, admitted us into the presence of the proprietor. 
The baronet was in his shirt-sleeves, cleaning a 
double-barrelled gun. 

" This is my pupil, Peter Meredith," said Mr. 
Long. 

"/ know the young gentleman," replied Sir 
Massingberd, curtly, and the horse-shoe upon his 
brow contracted as he spoke. "What makes you 
bring him here ? " 

" Well, Sir Massingberd," observed my tutor, 
forcing a laugh, " that is scarcely a hospitable obser- 
vation. I bring this friend of your nephew's because 
what I have to propose concerns them both. It is 
good for these boys to be together, not to live solitary 
lives ; and to keep them mewed up at home, as they 
are now, is a positive cruelty. Marmaduke is getting 
thinner and paler every day ; and Meredith " 

"Do you really think so, parson?" asked the 
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baronet eagerly, omitting for a moment to use the 
dirty-looking piece of oiled flannel which had pre- 
viously monopolized his attention. 

" I do, indeed, Sir Massingberd. I believe that 
if a doctor was to give his opinion about that 
boy " 

" The Heaths never send for doctors or for clergy- 
men," interrupted the baronet with a sneer. 

" And yet they have often needed advice, both 
spiritual and temporal," quoth my tutor, stoutly. 
" I say you should get a horse for your nephew's 
riding ; it need be no trouble to you whatever. I am 
going over to Crittenden Fair next week myself to 
purchase one for my pupil ; now, let me get one for 
your nephew also." 

At first Sir Massingberd's countenance expressed 
nothing but angry impatience, but presently he began 
to rub the gun-barrel less and less violently. "And 
who is to find the money ? " inquired he. 

" I think that can be managed, Sir Massingberd. 
Mr. Clint will doubtless listen to such an application 
on behalf of Marmaduke ; he will risk advancing a 
few pounds " 

" For thirty-five guineas one can get a very good 
pony," observed the baronet, reflectively. 

"Or even for less," returned Mr. Long, drily; and 
then, to my excessive terror, he added in quite as 
loud a key, " He wants to keep the difference ; that's 
his plan." 

" And he means to do it, too," observed Si: - Mas- 
singberd, grimly. " No, you needn't apologize, 
parson, for your thinking aloud ; you don't suppose I 
am going to do anything without being paid for it, do 
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you ? Then there's the keep of the animal. Now, 
what will Mr. Clint allow me for that, do you suppose ? 
Oats and beans are very expensive, and you wouldn't 
have me feed my dear nephew's pony upon hay! " 

Sir Massingberd was a formidable object at all 
times, but I really think he inspired more fear when 
he was pleased — when some wicked notion tickled 
him — than even when he was in wrath. 

" I think, Sir Massingberd, the question of expense 
can !.• 3 managed to your satisfaction," said my tutor, 
not a little overwhelmed by having thus involuntarily 
expressed his suspicion of the baronet; "and, as I 
have said, I will save you all trouble by selecting the 
horse myself." 

" Certainly not, sir," exclaimed Sir Massingberd, 
savagely ; " I suffer no man to choose my horses for 
me." 

" Very good," replied Mr. Long, biting his lip. " I 
have only to stipulate, then, that if your nephew gets 
the horse, he is to ride it. I shall have to make my- 
self answerable for that much to Mr. Clint." 

" Oh, he shall ride it," quoth the baronet, with a 
horrid imprecation ; " you r~ny take your oath of that. 
And, by-the-bye, since you are here, parson, I want to 
have some talk with you about that same fellow Clint, 
who has been behaving devilish ill to me, I think. 
You may go away, young gentleman, you may. You'll 
find your future ridir^ companion — he has about as 
much notion of riding as old Grimjaw yonder — sulk- 
ing in his own room, I daiesaj-. Grimjaw, show the 
young gentleman up to Marmaduke's room." 

At these words a dog of horrible aspect came out 
from under the very sofa on which I sat, and trotted 
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off towards the door. He was the oldest and ugliest 
dog I ever beheld. He had only one eye, which was 
green; he had no teeth, and was therefore not to be 
feared as a combatant; but his aspect was loathsome 
and repulsive to the last degree. The people of Fair- 
burn imagined this animal to be Sir Massingberd's 
familiar demon, and, until of late years, when the 
creature had become incapacitated by age from 
accompanying him much, the two were scarcely ever 
seen apa~'j. Old as he was, however, the hideous 
Grimjaw had some instinct left, which, after the word 
" Marmaduke " had been once more shrieked at him, 
caused him painfully to precede me up the oak stair- 
case, and along another gallery to a chamber door, at 
which he sat and whined. This was immediate'" 
opened by his young master, who, with a " Come i^, 
Grim," was only giving sufficient space for the 
entrance of the dog, when I cried out, laughing: 
" What, have you no welcome for your friend? Like 
uncle, like nephew! What a pair of curmudgeons 
inhabit Fairburn Hall!" 

The astoni?hment of Marmaduke at hearing my 
voice was excessive. Notwithstanding his pleasure, 
his first thought, as usual, was: "Did Sir Massing- 
berd know?" 

"Yes," said I, coolly; "of course he knows. Ho 
received me down-stairs with his usual politeness. 
Mr. Long and he are conversing upon some private 
matters, sol came up here to see you. It is arranged 
that each of us is to have a horse, and that we are to 
go out riding together." 

"A horse! 01), impossible! " exclaimed .Marma- 
duke, clapping his hands. "How did the good par. 
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60n ever persuade my uncle? What did he give 
him?" 

I could not help laughing at this naive inquiry, 
which my friend had made in. perfect seriousness. 
I told him all that had occurred, including our tutor's 
vivd-voce soliloquy, at which Marmaduke cried 
"Heavens!" in terror. 

" It is marvellous, notwithstanding, that my uncle 
should have consented," observed my companion, 
musing. " He told me, indeed, that I should be a 
great nuisance in the house this month, while his 
friends were down here shooting; but that he should 
have entered into an arrangement which gives me 
pleasure as well as gets rid of me, that seems so very 
strange." 

" He has doubtless some base motive," returned 
I, smiling; "let us console ourselves with that reflec- 
tion. But what have we here? Water-colour paint- 
ings! Why have you never told me you were an 
artist?" 

" I merely, amuse myself with the paint-brush. I 
have had no lessons, of course, so that my perspective 
is quite Chinese." 

"Nay, but I recognize almost all these scenes!" 

"Well, you know, I have been nowhere else but 
at Fairburn, so that it is from thence I must take my 
subjects. The one you have there is taken from the 
bend in the stream beyond the Heronry." 

"It is admirable," said I; and indeed it was so 
like the scene of my dream, that it gave me a 
shudder. 

" Would you like to have it? ' replied Marmaduke, 
carelessly. " You may take any that the portfolio 
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contains. I only wish they were more worth your 
acceptance." 

" Thank you," said I nervously, " I will certainly 
take this one, then;" and I rolled the sketch tightly 
up, and placed it in my pocket. "But here is a 
pretty face ! Why, Master Marmaduke, you have your 
secrets, I see; you have never mentioned to me this 
young lady. What beautiful hair! The eyes, too, 
how glorious, and yet how tender! It is surely not 
the lady whom we just met in the ar " 

'"'Silence, sir!" cried Marmaduke, in a voice of 
thunder. His face was lurid with rage, and for the 
first time I remarked upon his forehead a faint re- 
flection of the horse-shoe that made so terrible the 
brow of his uncle. " Do not speak of that wretched 

woman in the same breath with, with " He 

did not complete the sentence, but added in his 
usual soft musical tones: "Pardon me, my friend; I 
am sorry to have been so hasty; but that picture is 
the portrait of my mother." 

"It was stupid in me not to have known that at 
once," said I. " The likeness is most remarkable." 

" But not the expression," returned he, sadly. " I 
know that just now I looked like one of my own 
race. She was always an angel, even when she was 
upon eaith." And the boy looked up with his 
hands clasped, as though he beheld her, through his 
tears, in heaven. 

" Did you paint that from a picture, Marma- 
duke?" 

" No, from memory. Sleeping or waking, I often 
see her sweet face." 

I had evidently raised by my thoughtlessness a 
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long train of melancholy thoughts in my companion. 
The situation was embarrassing, and I did not know 
how to escape from it. As often happens with well- 
intentioned but blundering persons, I made the most 
inopportune remark that could be framed. Forget- 
ting what I had heard of the infamous treatment 
which Mrs. Heath had received while under her 
brother-in-law's roof, I observed: "Your mother was 
once at Fairburn, was she not? That should at least 
make the Hall more endurable to you." 

Again Marmaduke's handsome face was dis- 
figured with concentrated passion. " Yes, she was 
here," returned he, speaking through his teeth. 
" For what she suffered alone, the place would be 
cursed. Coward, scoundrel! Why does God suffer 
such men to live?" It was terrible to see how like 
this young lad grew to the man he was execrating. 
He went on using such language as I could not have 
conceived him capable of employing. 

" Marrnaduke," said I, soothingly, "for Heaven's 
sake, be calm. Providence will one day reward this 
man; it is not for you to curse him. Come, now 
that I pay you a visit for the first time, you should 
play the host, and show me over the mansion. Why, 
that queer old dog seems to understand what one 
says; he rises as though he were the clnitelain, and 
kept the keys of Doubting Castle. He brought mo 
here as true as a blind man's cur. .1 cannot say, 
however, that he is beautiful ; he is hideous, 
weird." 

"It would be strange, indeed, if he were like 
other dogs," returned Marmaduke, gravely. "He is 
the sole living repository of a most frightful secret. 
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If he could but speak, he could perhaps send a man 
to the gallows." 

"What man?" exclaimed I. "Pray explain to 
me this mystery." 

" I do not know what man," returned my com- 
panion, solemnly; "I only conjecture. I will relate 
to you what is known of the matter, and you shall 
judge for yourself." 

Marmaduke opened the door to see that no one 
was in the passage without, and then seating himself 
close beside me, commenced as follows: — "My grand- 
father and the present baronet, lived on bad terms 
with one another. For the last ten years of his life 
Sir Wentworth and his eldest son never met but 
once, if they met at all. He had been very prof!igate 
and extravagant in his young days, but in his old age 
he grew miserly. When my father saw him last it 
was in a small house in Bedford Place, in London, 
where he lived in a couple of ill-furnished rooms, and 
without a servant. Grimjawand he slept there alone, 
but a charwoman eame in every morning for a few 
hours. Sir Wentworth then gave it as his reason for 
this kind of life that he was retrenching, in order to 
leave some suitable provision for his second son. 
'Look here, Gilbert,' said he upon one occasion to 
my father, 'I have begun to lay by for you already;' 
and he showed him a quantity of bank-notes, amount- 
ing to several thousand pounds. He had never been 
an affectionate parent, or exhibited any self-denial for 
the benefit of his sons, and my father did not believe 
him. He thanked him, of course; but he came away 
without any idea that he would bo really better off at 
Sir Wentworth's death. This was fortunate for himj 
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for he never received a farthing; but T am not so 
certain, as he was, that the baronet did not intend to 
do what he promised. While the old man was living 
in this sordid fashion, his son Massingberd was pass- 
ing his time very gaily at court. He played high, 
and there were few who could beat him with the 
cards, but there were some. It is no use being a 
good player, you see, unless you are the best; you 
only win from those whom you can beat, to lose it in 
your turn to the man who can beat you. Thus it 
Avas with my uncle, who played, as I say, high with 
everybody; but highest, as is often the case, with his 
superiors in skill. However, he paid his debts of 
honour with money raised at an enormous sacrifice. 
He lived well, but it was upon his future prospects. 
At last, being harder pressed than usual, he wrote to 
his father — the first letter he had penned to him for 
years — and demanded pecuniary help. 

" Sir Wentworth wrote back a cynical, harsh 
reply, a copy of which I have seen — for all these de- 
tails came out in the course of the inquest. He bade 
his son come to call upon him, and judge from his 
style of living whether he was in a condition to 
comply with his request. He appointed a day and 
an hour — about five o'clock. It was in December, 
and quite dark, of course, by that time. At six 
o'clock on the appointed day Sir Massingberd — for 
he had got his title by that time, whether he knew it 
or not — called at the police station near Bedford 
Place, and gave information that the house which his 
father occupied was shut up, and that he could not 
obtain admittance, although he had arrived there by 
appointment. The house was always shut up, they 
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told him, although not untenanted. They could not 
explain why his summons had not heen answered. 
A couple of policemen accompanied him to break 
open the door. While they were thus engaged, a 
dog howled at them from inside. My uncle had made 
no mention of having heard this before. There was 
only one lock to force, the door being neither bolted 
nor chained, and they soon got in. The only two 
furnished rooms in the house opened upon the hall. 
In the sleeping-room they found my grandfather 
dressed, but lying on the bed quite dead — suffocated, 
as the surgeons subsequently averred. In the sitting- 
room, with which it communicated, they found this 
dog here, crouching on the top of the mantel-piece, 
which was very lofty. How he got there, nobody 
could tell; if he leaped thither, even from a chair, 
it must have been in an agony of terror. He was 
whining pitifully when they entered; but upon see- 
ing my uncle he ceased to whimper, and absolutely 
seemed to shrink into himself with fear. Poor Grim- 
jaw could give no witness at the inquest, however, 
so the jury returned an open verdict. It was pro- 
bable that Sir Wentworth had had a fit of apoplexy, 
which carried him off." 

" Well," said I, " and is not that probable 
enough?'' 

" Yes ; but it could not have carried off tho bank- 
notes — which were all gone — likewise. Could it, 
Grimjaw?" 

Thus appealed to, the ancient dog set up a quaver- 
ing howl, which might easily have been mistaken for 
the cry of an accusing spirit. 

u Good Heavens ! this is too horrible," cried I. 
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" Be careful, Marmadukc, that you do not mention 
this to others. It is a frightful slander." 

"Slander!" returned my companion, calmly. "It 
is you who slander, if you suspect anyhody. I have 
only told you what everybody knew at the time the 

mnr well, then, when Sir Wentworth had his fit. 

The thing strikes you as it does me, that is all." 

" But is it not inconceivable," urged I, " if the 
crime was committed by the person we are thinking 
of, that he should retain this dumb witness of his 
atrocity., that he should let it live, far less should 
keep it in his private sitting-room " 

"No!" interrupted Marmaduke, firmly. " On the 
contrary, it strengthens my suspicions. Ycu do not 
know the man as I do. It gives him gratification to 
subdue even a dog. This creature has no love for 
my uncle; but its excessive terror of him, which en- 
dured for months, nay, years, has gradually worn off. 
He obeys him now; whereas, as I have been told, it 
was long before it could do anything but shiver at 
the sound of his voice. After dinner, when I have 
been sitting with Sir Massingberd alone, he will 
sometimes give the dog a biscuit, saying with an 
awful smile: "Here, Griinjaw; you and I know 
something that nobody else knows: don't we?" 

"Great Heavens!" cried I, in horror; "and what 
does ho do that for?" 

"Because," replied Marmaduke, bitterly, "lie 
loves to see me tremble," 



CHAPTER V. 

THE STATE BEDROOM. 

Marmaduke had scarcely concluded his narration, 
when steps were heard in the passage. I daresay I 
turned pale at the thought of seeing the man of 
whom I had just heard such frightful things, for my 
companion observed, as if to reassure me, " It is only 
Mr. Long." 

"Are you quite sure?" said I. 

Marmaduke smiled sadly. 

"Do you think that I do not know my uncle's 
step? I should recognize it amongst a score of 
others. If he overtook me in a crowded street, I 
should feel that he was coming, and shudder as he 
passed beside me Pray, come in, sir." 

" Well," cried my tutor, entering, radiant with 
his good news, "no more moping at home, my lads; 
you are to be henceforth cavaliers — you are to scour 
the country. Boot and saddle! boot and saddle! 
Your uncle will not trust me to get you a steed, 
Marmaduke; there are none good enough for you, it 
seems, at Crittenden; he is going to send to London 
for an animal worthy of you. Bvit never mind, 
Peter; you shall have the best mount that can be got 
in Midshire, and we will pit the country nag against 
the town." 

My tutor's voice revived me like a cordial: after 

E 
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the morbid horrors I Lad been listening to, Ills cheer? 
talk was inexpressibly grateful, as the dawn aud 
ordinary sounds of waking life arc welcome to one 
who has suffered from a nightmare. 

"I was just about to show Meredith the Hall," 
said Marmaduke. 

" Well, it is time that we should be at our work, 
like good boys," observed Mr. Long, consulting his 
watch; "but still, for one morning, it does not 
matter, if you would like to stay, Peter." 

" I would rather go home, sir," cried I, with in- 
voluntary eagerness. I was sorry the next moment, 
even before I saw the pained expression of my 
poung companion. 

" He has had enough of Fairburn Hall already," 
said he, bitterly. Then his face softened sadly, as 
though he would have said: "Am I not, therefore, 
to be pitied, who pass every day aud night under this 
accursed roof?" 

"Come," exclaimed Mr. Long, gaily, "I do not 
believe, Master Meredith, in this new-born devotion 
to your books. Let us go over the house first. I 
will accompany you as cicerone, for I once knew 
every hole and corner of it— a great deal better, 
I will venture to affirm, than the heir himself 
here." With these words he led the way into the 
passage. 

"Every chamber on this floor is the fac-simile of 
its neighbour," said Marmaduke: "since you have 
seen mine, you have seen all — an immense bed, a 
piece of carpet islanded amid a black sea of oak, a 
cupboard or two large enough to live in, aud shep- 
herdesses, with swains in ruffles, occupying the walls." 
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There was, indeed, no appreciable difference in any 
of the rooms, except with regard to their aspect. 

" When I first came to Fairburn, I slept here," 
continued Marmaduke, as we entered an apartment 
looking to the north, " and had that long illness, 
which you doubtless remember, sir. Heavens, what 
dreams I have had in this room ! I have seen people 
standing by my bedside at night as clearly as I see 
you now. They called me delirious, but I believe I 
was stark mad." 

"I remember it well," said Mr. Long, "although I 
did not recollect that you occupied this room. How 
was it that you came to change your quarters?" 

"Oh, the doctor recommended the removal very 
strongly. Sir Massingberd said it was all nonsense 
about the look-out from my window, and that the 
east was as bad as the north for a boy in a fever ; 
but he was obliged to give way. And I certainly 
benefited by the change. The park is a much more 
cheerful sight than that forest of firs, and one is glad 
to see the sun, even when one cannot get out of 
doors. At all events, I had no such evil dreams." 

" Yet this is what always used to be held the state- 
chamber," replied my tutor. " Charles I. occupied 
that bed while he was yet king ; and before your 
ancestor, Sir Hugh, turned Puritan — a part he was 
very unfitted to play r — it is said he used to sweat- 
through his nose. Peter the Great, too, is said to 
have passed a night here. Your dreams, therefore, 
should have been historical and noteworthy. I for- 
get which of these smiling Phyllises is so complaisant 
as to make way when you would leave the room 
without using the door." 

v. 2 
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Two full-length female portraits were painted in 
panel, one on either side of the huge chimney-piece ; 
a circlet of roses carved in oak surrounded each by- 
way of frame. Mr. Long advanced towards the one 
on the right, and touched the bottom rose ; it did not 
move. He went to the other, and did likewise ; the 
rose revolved in his fingers, and presently, with a 
creak and a groan, the whole picture slid sideways 
over the wall, disclosing a narrow flight of wooden 
stairs. 

" That is charming," cried I. " That is the 
' Mysteries of Udolpho ' realized. Where does it lead 
to, Mariaaduke?" There was no answer. Mr. Long 
and I looked round simultaneously. The lad was 
ghastly pale. He stared into the dusty, gaping aper- 
ture, as though it had been a grave's mouth. 

" I do not know," he gasped, with difficulty. 

" Not know ? " cried my tutor. " Do you mean 
to say that you have never been told of Jacob's 
Ladder ? The foot of it is in the third bookcase on 
the left of the library door ; the spring is somewhere 
in the index to ' Josephus.' It is evident you never 
attempted to take down that interesting work, which 
in this case is solid wood. The idea of your not 
knowing that! And yet Sir Massingberd is so reti- 
cent that, with the exception of Gilmore, the butler, 
I dare say nobody does know it now. It is twenty 
years ago since I made Phyllis move aside, to the 
astonishment of Mr. Clint, who came down here on 
business with poor Sir Wentworth. I dare say no- 
body has moved her since." 

" Yes, yes," cried Marmaduke, passionately ; " my 
uncle has moved her. Those visions were not dreams. 
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I see it all now. He wanted to frighten me to death, 
or to make me mad. When I knew the door was 
fast locked, he would come and stand by my bedside, 
and stare at me. Cruel, cruel coward ! " 

" Hush, hush, Marmaduke ; this is monstrous — 
this is impossible!" cried Mr. Long, endeavouring to 
pacify the boy, who was rocking himself to ana fro 
in an agony of distress and rage. " See how you 
terrify Peter ! Be calm, for Heaven's sake ! Your 
uncle will hear you presently, and you know how he 
hates to be disturbed." 

At the mention of his uncle, Marmaduke subdued 
his cries by a great effort, but he still sobbed and 
panted, as if for breath. 

"Oh," moaned he, "consider how I came hither 
from my dead mother's arms to this man's house — my 
only living relative, my father's brother — and was 
taken ill here, a mere child; then this wretch, this 

demon, my host, my . Oh, Mr. Long, could you 

conceive it even of a Heath ? He came up to my 
lonely room by that secret way, and stood without 
speaking by my pillow, while I lay speechless, power- 
less, imagining myself to be out of my mind." 

" I do remember now," said my tutor, gravely, 
" how you harped upon that theme of your evil 
dreams, and how the doctor thought you were in 
reality losing your reason. Let us be thankful, how- 
ever, that you were preserved from so sad a fate ; 
you are no longer a child now ; Sir Massingberd can 
frighten you no more, even if he had the wish. It 
was a wicked, hateful act, whatever was the motive. 
But let us forget it. In a few years you will be of 
age; then you will leave the Hall; and in the meau- 
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time your uncle will annoy you no more. It will be 
his interest to make a friend of you. Even now, you 
fcc, he provides you with the means of enjoyment. 
You will ride out with your friend whenever you 
please; and I will take measures so that you shall 
be more with us at the Rectory, and less at this 
melancholy place, which i- totally unfit for you. Mr. 
Clint shall be spoken with, if necessary. Yes, yes," 
added Mr. Long, reversing the rose, and thereby 
replacing the shepherdess, but quite unaware that he 
was still speaking aloud, "there must be a limit to 
the power of such a guardian ; the Chancellor shall 
interfere, and Sir Massirgberd be taught ." 

" Nay, sir," cried Marmaduke in turn ; " for 
Heaven's sake, let no complaint be made against my 
uncle upon my account ; perhaps, as you say, I may 
now meet with better treatment. I will be patient. 
Say nothing of this, I pray you, Meredith. Mr. Long, 
you know ." 

" Yes, I know all," interrupted my tutor, with ex- 
citement. " You have a friend in me, Marmaduke, 
remember, who will stick by you. I have shut my 
eyes and my ears long enough, and perhaps too long. 
If things get worse with you, my lad, do not forget 
that you have a home at the Rectory. Once there, 
you will not return to this house again. I will give 
evidence myself; I will ." 

" Thank you, thank you," replied Marmaduke, hur- 
riedly. "All will now be well, doubtless ; but my 
uncle will wonder at your long delay — he will suspect 
something. I think it will be better if you left." 

He led the way down the great staircase, throwing 
an involuntary glance over his shoulder, as we crossed 
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the mouth of the dark passage leading to the baronet's 
room. " This is a wretched welcome, Meredith ; 
some day, perhaps, I may take your hand at this 
Hall door under different circumstances. Good-bye, 
good-bye." 

And so we parted, between the two grim griffins. 

" Peter," said my tutor, gravely, as we went our 
way, " whatever you may think of what has passed 
to-day, say nothing. I am not so ignorant of the 
wrongs of that poor boy as I appear to be ; but there 
is nothing for it but patience." 



CHAPTER VI. 

IIEAD OVER HEELS. 

j. Obeyed my tutor and my friend in keeping all I 
knew regarding Sir Massingberd to myself; but the 
knowledge weighed heavily upon my spirits for 
several days. Soon, however, my mind recovered its 
youthful elasticity. I began to think that Marina- 
duke's morbid disposition had perhaps exaggerated 
matters ; that the baronet was not so black as was 
painted; that my friend would soon be his own 
master; and, in short, I laid all that flattering unction 
to my soul which is so abundant in the case of the 
misfortunes of others, and so difficult to be procured 
when the calamity is our own. Moreover, in a few 
days I was in possession of an excellent horse, and 
there is nothing more antagonistic to melancholy — 
especially when it is vicarious — than a good gallop. 
Nay, more, after a little, Marmaduke had a horse also. 
He came to call for me, that we should go out for a 
ride together the first day, and I shall not easily for- 
get it. How handsome and happy he looked ! As 
if the high-conditioned animal he bestrode had im- 
parted to him some of his own fire and freedom, he 
wore scarcely any trace of his habitual depression. 
" This is our 4th of July," said he, gaily ; " my day 
of independence, as the rebels say ! " 

It happened to be his birthday also, he was seven- 
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teen, so that all things conspired to make it a gala- 
day. My tutor, who was a judge of horseflesh, ex- 
amined the new steed with great attention. " He is 
6upcrb," said he, "and you sit him, Marmaduke, con- 
sidering your scanty experience, like a young centaur. 
No one could imagine that your equestrianism had 
been heretofore limited to a keeper's pony ; and, 
moreover, Oliver's ponies are not apt to be very high- 
couraged. But what a tight curb has this Buce- 
phalus ! He will not give you much trouble to hold 
him. So-ho, so-ho, my nag ! Are you a hypocrite, 
then, that you need be so alarmed at being in- 
spected?" The sleek bay plunged and curveted, so 
that my own sober brown began to dance in rivalry. 
" By-the-bye," continued Mr. Long, as though a sudden 
thought had struck him, " I have occasion to visit 
Mr. Jervis of the farm at Staplehurst some day this 
week : if it is the same to you, let us go there to-day; 
it will be an object for your ride, while I shall have 
the pleasure of your company." 

In a few .minutes, my tutor's old white mare 
was brought round to the Rectory door by the 
gardener, who was groom and butler also, and we set 
out together at a foot's pace. Mr. Long never took 
his eyes off the bay, and therefore did not observe 
Sir Massingberd, who, with his huge arms resting on 
a gate by the roadside, watched us pass with a grim 
Bmilc. " Well, parson," exclaimed he — and at the 
sound of his voice I perceived my tutor start 
in his saddle — "what think you of the little Lon- 
doner?" 

"I cannot say at present, Sir Massingberd," re- 
turned my tutor with deliberation. "He is a beauty 
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to look at ; and if he has no vice, is a bargain at five- 
and-thirty pounds." 

"Vice! Why should he have vice, man? A 
child might ride him for that matter. I got him 
with the best of characters. But you'll never teach 
those lads to ride if you are always at their stirrup- 
leather, like this. Let them ride alone, aud race 
together. Dou't treat them like a brace of molly 
coddles. Why, at their age, I could have backed any 
horse in Christendom without a saddle. I wonder 
you don't give Miss Marmaduke a leading-rein." 

The colour, which had faded from the lad's cheeks, 
returned to them again at this sneer ; but Mr. Loug 
only remarked : " If you had had a leading-rein 
yourself, Sir Massingberd, at seventeen, it would 
have been a great deal better for you," and rode on 
without the least consciousness, as I believe, of 
having made any such observation. 

When we had advanced about a mile, and had left 
the village quite behind us, my tutor expressed a 
wish to change horses with Marmaduke. 

" I want to try his paces," said he ; and certainly, 
if he had been a horsebreaker by profession, he could 
not have taken more pains with the animal. He 
trotted, he cantered, he galloped ; he took him into a 
field, and over some fences ; he forced him by a wind- 
mill in full work ; and, in short, he left no means 
untried to test his temper. In the end, he expressed 
himself highly satisfied. "Really," said he, "Sir 
Massingberd has got you a first-rate steed, with 
plenty of courage, yet without vice ; he makes me 
quite dissatisfied with my poor old mare." 

The next day, and the next, we rode again with- 
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out my tutor ; and on the fourth clay it was agreed 
that we should take an expedition as far as Crit- 
tsnden, some ten miles away, where Mr. Long wished 
us to do some commissions for him. By this time, 
Marmaduke was quite accustomed to his recent ac- 
quisition ; enjoyed the exercise greatly ; aud since 
Sir Massingberd was much eugaged with his guest:;, 
passed altogether more agreeable days. On the after- 
noon in question, the Hall party were out shooting, 
and had taken with them all the stable domestics 
except a raw lad who scarcely knew how to saddle a 
horse. 

"I cannot think what is the matter this afternoon 
with ' Panther ' " (we so called his skittish animal), 
exclaimed Marmaduke, as he rode up to the Rectory 
door. " I could scarcely get him to start from the 
yard, and he came here mostly upon his hind-legs. 
Is there anything wrong with his girths, think you ? 
Ned did not know where to lay his hands on any- 
thing, and my uncle has taken William with him to 
' mark.' " 

" Na;" y " said I, " I see nothing the matter. We 
will soon take off his superfluous energy over Crit- 
tenden Common." 

Long, however, before we reached that spot, wo 
had had galloping enough and to spare. Twice had 
Panther fairly taken the bit between his teeth (as 
the romance writers term it, and Heaven forbid that 
a mere sportsman should correct them), and sped 
along the hard high-road at racing pace; and twice 
had Marmaduke, by patience and hard pulling, reco- 
vered the mastery, albeit with split gloves and blis- 
tered hands. It was not enjovment to ride in this 
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fashion, of* course ; and had it not been for the com* 
missions which had been entrusted to us, it is pro- 
bable that we should have returned home. It puzzled 
us beyond measure, to account for the change of 
conduct in the bay. The difference was as decided 
as that between a high-spirited child who requires, 
as we say, " careful treatment," and a vicious dwarf. 
Heretofore he had been frisky, now he was positively 
fiendish. He shied and started, not only at every 
object on the road side, but before he arrived at them. 
At the end of the high-table land, which is called 
Crittenden Common, and descends into the quiet 
little market-town of the same name, there really was 
something to shy at. A gipsy encampment, with fire 
and caldron, and tethered donkey, which had been 
concealed in a hollow, came suddenly into view as 
we cantered by ; an old crone, with a yellow hand- 
kerchief in lieu of a bonnet, and shading her beady 
eyes with her hand, watched with malicious enjoy- 
ment the struggle between man and horse, which her 
own appearance had gone far to excite. In a very 
few moments Marmaduke's already overtaxed muscles 
gave way, and the bay, maddened with resistance, 
and released from all control, rushed at headlong 
speed down the steep chalk-road that led by many a 
turn and zigzag into Crittenden. It was frightful to 
watch from the summit of this tamed precipice — 
this cliff compelled into a road — the descent of that 
doomed pair. No mule could be surer-footed than 
was Panther, but the laws of gravitation had never- 
theless to be obeyed. At the second turning the bay, 
after one vain effort to follow the winding of the road, 
pitched head first down the grassy wall which every- 
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where separated the zigzags from one another ; over 
and over rolled horse and rider to the hard road 
below, and there lay, their horrible and abnormal 
movements exchanged for a stony quiet. I jumped 
off my horse and ran down the two steep slopes, 
which at another time I should have descended hand 
over hand. Yet on my way I had time to think with 
what sorrow this news would be received at Fairburn 
Eectory, with what joy at the Hall ! Marmaduke's 
hand still held the rein, which I disentangled from h 
with feverish haste, lest that four-footed fiend, which 
snorted yet through its fiery nostrils, and glared de- 
fiance from its glazing eyes, should arise and drag 
the dear lad's corpse among the cruel stones. After 
what I had seen of his fall, I had scarcely a hope 
that he was alive. There was blood at his mouth, 
blood at his ears, blood everywhere upon the white 
and dazzling road. " Marmaduke, Marmaduke," 
cried I, " speak, speak, if it be but a single word ! 
Great Heaven, he is dead ! " 

" Dead ! no, not he," answered a hoarse, cracked 
voice at my ear. " He'll live to do a power of mis- 
chief yet to woman and man. The devil would never 
suffer a Heath of Fairburn to die at his age." 

" Woman," cried I, for it was the old gipsy crone, 
who had somehow transported herself to the spot 
with incredible speed, " for God's sake go for help ! 
There is a house yonder among those trees." 

" And why should I stir a foot," replied she, 
fiercely, "for the child of a race that has ever treated 
me and mine as though Ave were dogs? " 

" Because," said T,at a venture, "you have chiK 
dren yourself." 
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" You are right," exclaimed she, clapping her 
skinny hands together, and seating heiself calmly on 
the turf. " It is well that you have mentioned my 
kith and kin. One lad is across the seas, and will 
never see the green lanes and breezy commons of 
England more ; another lies caged in yonder jail, 
and both for taking the wild creatures of the earth 
and air to which such men as Massingberd Heath lay 
claim ; while my little sister — ah, my Sinnamenta, 
my fair pearl ! — may the lightning strike him in his 
wickedest hour ! nay, let him perish, inch by inch, 
within reach of the aid that shall never come, ere the 
God of the Poor takes him into his hand ! Boy, you 
may talk to that flintstone, and it will rise up and 
get you help for that lad there — bonny as he is, and 
the bonnier the worse for them he sets his wilful 
eyes on — before you get this hand to wag a fingw 
for him." 

" Woman," said I, despairingly, " if you hate 
Massingberd Heath, and want to do him the worst 
service that lies in your power, flee, flee to that 
house, and bid them save this boy's life, which alone 
stands between his beggared uncle and untold 
riches." 

"Is it so?" cried the old woman, rising up with 
an agility for which no one would have given her 
credit, and looking at me with furious eyes. " Is it 
indeed so, boy ?" 

"Yes, woman, upon my soul!" 

Revenge accomplished what pity had failed to 
work. In an instant, she was with me down by 
Marmaduke's side ; from her pocket she produced a 
spirit-flask in a leathern case, and applied it to his 
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lips : after a painful attempt to swallow, he suc- 
ceeded ; his eyelids began tremulously to move, and 
the colour to return to his pallid lips. 

" Keep his head up," cried she, " and give him 
another drop of this, if assistance does not arrive 
within five minutes." 

Before she had finished speaking, she had lifted 
the latch of the gate that op3ned from the road into 
the grounds of the house in question, and in another 
instant I was alone — alone with what I believed to be 
a dying man, and surrounded with the blood that had 
flowed in a mingled stream from him and the dead 
horse, for Panther had ceased to move — alone with 
recollections and anticipations scarcely less horrible 
than the visible scene ; and yet, so strangely consti- 
tuted is the human mind, that I could not forbear to 
glance with some sort of curiosity at the flask the 
gipsy had left with me, and to wonder exceedingly 
that its worn and tarnished top of silver bore upon it 
a fac-simile of one of those identical griffins which 
guarded each side of the broad stone steps that led to 
Fairburn Hall. 



CHAPTER VII. 

AT THE DOVECOT. 

After an interval, which doubtless appeared much 
longer than it really was, there issued from the gate 
a groom and butler, bearing between them a small 
sofa, and accompanied by a young and lovely girl. 
The scene that presented itself was enough to shock 
persons even of strong nerves, and I hastily exclaimed, 
" The young lady had better not see this." But she 
came on nevertheless. 

" I am not afraid of blood," said she, "and perhaps 
I may be of use." Then she directed her servants 
how to handle the wounded man ; and when he was 
gently lifted on to the couch, she applied a handker- 
chief dipped in Eau-de-Cologne to his forehead, and 
walked by his side regulating the pace of his bearers, 
like some Miss Nightingale of a generation and a 
half ago. " Let him be placed in your master's room, 
James : and then take my pony, Thomas, and ride as 
fast as you can for Dr. Sitwell ; and as you come 
back — but think of nothing but bringing the doctor 
first — call at the nursery-garden for your master ; he 
said he should go there about those roses." And 
some other directions she gave, as the men moved on 
with their ghastly burden, like one who knew the 
value of time. Notwithstanding this presence of 
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mind, her anxious eyes betrayed that she was not 
wanting in sensibility, and with every groan which 
the motion of the litter extracted from the sufferer, 
her own lip quivered. I dare say that I saw nothing 
of her exceeding beauty at that dreadful time ; but 
while I write of Lucy G-erard now, a vision of sur- 
passing loveliness perforce presents itself before me. 
A tall, lithe, graceful form ; a face, nay, rather a soft, 
sad smile overspreading and pervading every feature 
— a smile that I never saw surpassed save on her own 
fair countenance after Love had taken her sweet soul 
captive — a smile the reflex of all good and kindly 
thoughts that dwelt within. There are some so 
great and noble that they smile, where other good 
folks can only weep and wail ; the true sympathizer 
with human griefs wears no lugubrious aspect; the 
angels smile when they weep over human wretched- 
ness — they know that it is only for a little while, for 
that the gates of heaven are standing open very, very 
near ; and some such knowledge, or happy iiijih, 
seems to influence the best of mortals, or how should 
they go smiling through this world ? 

So Marmaduke was carried along the gravel-drive, 
and across a little flower-studded lawn, to the room 
in Mr. Gerard's house which was called the master's 
room, it being half a sleeping-chamber, and half a 
library, which Lucy's father used both night and day. 
This was so evident from the appearance of the place, 
that when I had, with James' help, put Marmaduke 
to bed there, where he lay breathing heavily, but 
quite unconscious, I went to the young lady of the 
house, and expressed my apprehension that my poor 
friend, being in that apartment, would cause addi- 
tional inconvenience in the household. 

F 
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" I understand," said I, " that it is Mr. Gerard's 
room." 

"Ah, sir," said she, -with a glance of pride more 
becoming, if that were possible, than even her ordi- 
nary modest look, " you do not know my father. 
When I say that it will give him the greatest plea- 
sure to find that his favourite room has been of service 
to your friend, I use a conventional phrase which 
literally expresses what he will feel. Please to forget 
that there is anybody in this house but yourselves, 
it is only right that sickness should be considered 
before health; though, alas! every room to those 
who are ill is but an hospital. This little drawing- 
room, which your glance tells me you think pretty, 
with its conservatory and fountain, and the rest, my 
poor young sister was very, very weary of, before 
she died, on yonder sofa, after fourteen months of the 
gay prison." 

Her voice trembled as she spoke, and I thought I 
detected in it that shade of bitterness with which 
some affectionate persons speak of the sufferings of 
those they love, as though they would almost arraign 
that Providence for unnecessary harshness, which 
might inflict any misery upon themselves without 
evoking one impatient thought. 

"Then you are left all alone here, Miss Gerard. 
With such a sad reminiscence, this spot must " 

" Alone ! " interrupted she, with astonishment. 
" What ! when I have my father ? See, he is coming 
through the shrubbery now, and Dr. Sitwell with him. 
Let us meet them. How glad I am that he has lost 
no time." 

It was easy to distinguish the doctor, with his 
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cane, his ruffles, and stiff, professional appearance, a 
little impaired, however, by hot haste ; moreover, his 
companion indicated him with his finger as we rapidly 
approached one another, exclaiming, " This is your 
man, young gentleman ; don't waste one word on me 
at present." 

So, rapidly detailing what had happened as we 
went, I took the man of physic to Marinaduke's bed- 
side. As we entered the room, and first caught sight 
of his pale features distorted with pain, my companion 
stood for an instant aghast. " Great Heaven V" mur- 
mured he, " I thought the horse had trodden upon 
the poor lad's forehead ; but now, I see it is an old 
scar." 

" No," returned I ; "it is not a scar ; it is only a 
mark which in moments of pain or anger comes out 
more distinctly than at other times. All the Heath 
family have it. This is Mr. Marmaduke Heath, the 
nephew of Sir Massingberd." 

"Indeed — indeed, sir!" exclaimed the doctor, with 
an accession of sympathy. " Dear me, how sad ! 
What a fine property to risk losing at his time of life. 
But the eye, you see, gives us hope ; the brain has 
suffered but slightly. He has not been sick, you say 
— not been sick ; he has not been sick, sir." 

It was the worthy doctor's habit to reiterate his 
last sentence in an arrogant manner, as though he 
had been contradicted on a matter of fact, while in 
reality his mind was entirely occupied by quite other 
thoughts. Thus, at the present speaking, lie was 
engaged in mauipulating Marmaduke's head, and 
examining his ribs and limbs with the greatest atten- 
tion. I waited for his verdict in anxious silence, and 

f 2 
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presently it was delivered. "It is my opinion, sir, 
that the young man will live to be a baronet." 

Life and Death, the immortalities of Heaven and 
Hell, were matters that had but small space in Doctor 
Sitwell's mind compared to this all-important futu- 
rity; he was accustomed to them in connexion with 
the merest paupers and persons of no sort of conse- 
quence ; but it was not every day in the week that a 
gentleman of JMarmaduke's condition was pitched on 
his head within the Crittenden doctor's professional 
orbit. 

" Mr. Marmaduke Heath must be kept perfectly 
quiet ; he must not be moved from hence upon any 
consideration — it may be, for weeks. What science 
can do, through my humble agency, shall be done for 
the young gentleman ; but rest and quiet are essential. 
Sir Massingberd should be sent for instantly ; the 
responsibility upon my shoulders would otherwise be 
too great. He will doubtless yearn to be by the bed- 
side of his beloved nephew. You had better arrange 
with Mr. Gerard for this being done, as I have my 
round to make, which to-day is all-important. The 
Hon. Mrs. Flinthert — widow of the late admiral, you 
know — she requires constant supervision ; nature has 
to be supported ; but for brandy, she must have sunk 
before this. Then Mr. Broadacres, who lives Fair- 
burn way — by-the-bye, that is a very curious case. 
However, my post is here, of course, until my assis- 
tant arrives, Avho will remain in my absence. You 
may leave your friend now without the least anxiety. 
When he awakes to consciousness, you shall be sent 
for — you shall be sent for, sir." 

Upon this, I returned to the drawing-reom to gird 
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a much more cheerful report of the patient's case 
than I had ventured to anticipate. I found our host 
issuing orders for his comfort and attendance, as 
though he had quite made up his mind to make him 
his guest for a lengthened period. A noble-looking 
gentleman he was, as like his daughter as an old man 
can be to a young girl. Harvey Gerard's face was 
wrinkled neither by years nor care, though marked 
here and there with those deep lines which indicate 
the Thinker — one whom the gods have placed above 
the drudgery of life, with a disposition to philosophize 
— a man among men rather than of them, who stands 
apart from the high road somewhere half-way up the 
hill of Fortune, and watches the toilers above and 
below with a quiet but not cynical smile. " The 
news you bring me of our patient, Mr. Meredith," 
said he, " is most welcome ; but I think we should 
still lose no time in communicating with his friends." 

"That is also the opinion of Dr. Sitwell, sir; he, 
too, recommends that my poor friend's nearest relative 
should be sent for; but in circumstances of this kind, 
it would be wrong not to say at once that that relative 
and the invalid here are on the worst of terms, and 
that his coming would most certainly aggravate any 
bad symptoms, and retard his cure." 

"I am sorry to hear," returned Mr. Gerard, 
gravely, "that the young gentleman is not on good 
terms with his own flesh and blood ; that is a bad 
sign." 

" However that may be, sir, generally," replied I, 
with warmth, " it is not so in this instance. Mr. 
Long, the rector of Fairburn, and tutor to my friend, 
will certify to his being a most well-conducted and 
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excellent youth. His uncle, however, Sir Massing- 
berd Heath " 

" I will not have that person under my roof, 
interrupted Mr. Gerard, " under any circumstances 
whatsoever." This he said without the least trace 
of irritation, but with a firmness and decision which 
left me nothing to apprehend upon Marmaduke's 
account. Then turning to his daughter, as if in 
explanation, he added, " The man I speak of, my love, 
is a wicked ruffian, worse than any poor fellow who 
has ever dangled yonder outside of Crittenden jail. 

Miss Gerard did not answer except by a look of 
gentle remonstrance, which seemed to me to murmur, 
" But, dear papa, for all we know, this gentleman 
may be a friend of his." 

I hastened, therefore, to observe with energy, that 
Mr. Gerard's view of the baronet's character was a 
perfectly just one, as far as I knew, or, if anything, 
rather lenient. I recommended that Mr. Long should 
be apprised of what had happened, and that he 
should give Sir Massingberd to understand that while 
his nephew was receiving every attention at the 
Dovecot, for so I had learned the house was called, 
its doors were immutably closed against himself. 
It was not a pleasant task to impose upon the good 
rector, but it was a necessary one ; for independently 
of Mr. Gerard's determination, I felt it was absolutely 
essential to Marmaduke's life that his uncle should 
be kept away from his bedside. If in health his pre- 
sence terrified him, how much worse Avould it be 
for him in his prostrate and perilous condition ! It 
was arranged, too, that I should remain to look after 
my sick friend, and the messenger was instructed 
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to bring back with him all that we required from 
the Rectory and the Hall. Mr. Long arrived at 
the Dovecot late that same afternoon, in a state of 
great anxiety. He had come away almost on the 
instant after receiving the news of Marmaduke's 
mischance, and without seeing Sir Massingberd, who 
had not yet returned from shooting; but he had 
left a letter for him, explaining the circumstances as 
well as he could. " My only fear," said he, after 
visiting his pupil, who still lay in a lethargic slum- 
ber, "is that he will come here immediately, and 
insist on seeing his nephew — a desire that would 
appear to be natural enough to persons who are 
unacquainted with the circumstances." 

" Nay," said I ; " but surely he cannot do this in 
the face of Mr. Gerard's prohibition?" 

" Ah, my boy, you do not know Sir Massingberd 
yet," observed my tutor, gravely; "he will come 
where and when he will." 

" Nay," returned I ; but neither do you know Mr. 
Harvey Gerard. From what I have seen of that 
gentleman, he understands how to say ' No,' and to 
suit to the word the action. When the strong man 
armed keepeth his house, his goods, including his sick 
guest, are in peace." 

" But where a stronger than he cometh," added the 
rector, shaking his head, " what then ?" 

"We shall see," said I, "what will happen. It 
is plain, at all events, that our host is well aware of 
the sort of man with whom he has to deal. Mr. 
Gerard is a most pleasant person, and his daughter is 
charming beyond measure: they are far the most 
interesting people I have yet seen about Fairburn. 
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How is it I have never heard any mention of 
them ?" 

"The Gerards have always lived a very retired 
life," returned my tutor. " The old gentleman enter- 
tains, it is said, some strange opinions. In fact, I have 
never met them myself hut once, and that on some 
public occasion ; so you must introduce me, Peter." 

I had been watching for Mr. Long at the entrance- 
gate, and taken him straight into Marmaduke's room 
upon his arrival, so that he had seen neither our host 
nor hostess ; and I thought it strange that my tutor 
did not speak of them with more enthusiasm, after 
their great kindness to Marmaduke; something 
evidently a little chilled his feelings towards them. 
When he and Mr. Gerard met, I thought there was 
more cordiality upon the part of the latter than of 
the former; the expression of Mr. Long's gratitude 
was earnest, but not genial. His admiration of Miss 
Lucy, although not to be concealed, was mitigated, 
as it seemed, by some sort of compassion ; he re- 
garded her with a shade of sadness. Boy as I was, 
it was evident to me that some antagonism existed 
between my host — for whom I naturally entertained 
most kindly feelings — and my respected tutor; and 
this troubled me more than I should have liked to say. 

Miss Lucy presently left the drawing-room, and 
then I was continually appealed to by one or the 
other, on various trifling matters, as though they 
found a third party a relief to their conversation. 
At last Mr. Long requested me to narrate particularly 
the circumstances of Marmaduke's accident, and I 
did so, down to the period when I found him bleeding 
on the road. 
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" Well," observed my tutor, " I am totally at a 
loss to account for poor Panther's behaviour. I con- 
fess, upon the first day I saw him, I did not like the 
look of his eye : you remember, Peter, that I made 
Marmaduke exchange horses with me, and endea- 
voured, by every means in my power, to find out the 
peculiarities of the animal. I wish Sir Massingberd 
had permitted me to choose a horse for his nephew 
myself, when I bought your honest brown." 

" Sir Massingberd selected his nephew's horse 
himself, did he?" inquired Mr. Gerard, carelessly. 

" Yes," replied my tutor; "he sent for him from 
town a few weeks ago. He was a mettlesome, frisky 
creature, it is true; but his curb was a very power- 
ful one, and seemed quite sufficient to subdue 
him." 

" Does Sir Massingberd himself ride when he is 
in the field?" observed our host. "He must be » 
great weight for a shooting pony." 

" Well, if you had asked me yesterday, 1 should 
have said he almost never rides; but it so happens 
that he did take the keeper's nag with him this 
morning. His great stables are all empty now, for, 
as probably you are aware, things are not kept up as 
they used to be at the Hall. Old Dobbin is the only 
representative of the magnificent stud that was once 
maintained there, now that Panther is dead. By-the- 
bye, what has been done with him?" 

The carcass has been taken into the town," said 
Mr. Gerard. "He must have been a fine creature." 

" His mouth, however, was of iron," said I. 
" Poor Marmaduke had no control over hiui whatever, 
at last; he had almost pulled his arms off." 
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"Notwithstanding the powerful bit?" observed 
Mr. Gerard. 

" Yes," replied my tutor; "the bit was not only 
powerful, I should have almost called it cruel; but 
Sir Massingberd is a very good judge of all things 
'lelonging to a horse, and seems to have known that, 
at all events, no less was required. It was a town- 
made article, and came down from London with the 
animal." 

" Ah, indeed," remarked Mr. Gerard. " But you 
have never told us, Mr. Meredith, how you managed 
to give the alarm here, without leaving your poor 
friend." 

I am ashamed to say I had never given the old 
gipsy crone a thought from the moment that help 
iiriived, although it was of her sending. 

"The very woman whose appearance frightened 
the horse, repaired, as far as she could accomplish it, 
that mischief. She left in my hands, too, this fine 
old case-bottle, of which I should be sorry to rob 
her; and very curious is it that it has the Heath 
griffin, or some crest very like that, upon its stopper." 

"It is the very crest," said the rector. "I am 
quite sure of that, although it is long since it last 
saw plate-powder. It is but too likely that the dark 
lady came wrongfully by it." 

" Let us not be hasty to impute crime," observed 
Mr. Gerard, gravely. " This is a shooting-flask 
carried about the person ; and gipsies are rarely 
pickpockets. When the owner is at home, it lies in 
some place of safety; and gipsies are not burglars." 

" Ably reasoned," observed Mr. Long. " It may, 
however, have been a case of ' findings, keepings,' as 
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*he school-boys say. I should think the Cingari 
claimed for themselves all flotsam and jetsam." 

" It is too heavy, and has too much bulk, not to 
have been missed by him who carried it as soon as it 
fell," continued Mr. Gerard, taking up the flask. 
" It has but very little spirit left in it — see — and yet 
how " 

Here the butler entered somewhat hurriedly, and 
was about to speak, when a figure brushed by him, 
and set him aside. The daylight was beginning to 
wane; but it was impossible to mistake that Her- 
culean form, and its irresistible motion, even if I 
had not heard the hard, decisive voice of Sir Mas- 
singberd saying, "By your leave, sirrah; but in this 
good company I will announce my self I" 



CHAPTER VIII. 

MEETING HIS MATCH. 

Sib Massingberd's unlooked-for entrance into the 
drawing-room at the Dovecot had a result that must 
seem almost farcical to those who read it, but which 
to me, who dwelt arnoDg his trembling vassals, and 
had learned, day by day, to fear and hate him more 
and more, had nothing in it extraordinary. I, Peter 
Meredith, bolted straightway into the conservatory, 
and there ensconced myself within the shadow of an 
orange-tree, while the Rev. Matthew Long left the 
room with equal celerity by the door. As for me, I 
confess that I was actuated by panic on my own 
account; my tutor's apprehensions were aroused on 
behalf of another. The instant after he disappeared 
I heard the lock of the library door shot into its 
staple, and knew that Marmaduke was in a friend's 
keeping, and safe from any incursion of his uncle. 
I could see that Mr. Gerard knew this too, for a 
gleam of pleasure passed over his face, and then left 
it determined, defiant, and almost mocking, as when 
he had first set eyes upon the intruder. There was 
a fire in the otherwise darkening room, and from my 
place of concealment, I could watch the lineaments 
of both its inmates — and two more resolved and 
haughty countenances I had never beheld. 

" Is it the custom of your respectable family, Sir 
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Jfassingberd Heath," observed my host, " to force 
themselves into houses whose owners do not desire 
the honour of their presence?" 

" It is their custom to hold their own, sir," 
answered the baronet curtly; "and I am come after 
my nephew." 

It is impossible to convey the effect which this 
audacious speech had upon me, its unseen hearer; 
unblushing, scornfully open as it was, an awful threat 
seemed to lie within it, and above all, a conscious- 
ness of the power to carry it into effect. Eveu 
Mr. Gerard, who could have had no knowledge of 
the things that I knew, and had never heard the 
history of Grimjaw, seemed to feel a tremor as he 
listened. 

" Your nephew, sir, is not in a condition to re- 
ceive you," returned my host. " The consequences 
of seeing you might, I do not hesitate to say, be fatal 
to him." 

" The opinion of his medical man is different," 
observed Sir Massingberd with a sneer. " Dr. Sit- 
well — a most estimable person, I should say, and 
endowed with excellent sense — ha? been so very kind 
as to ride over himself to Fairburn as soon as he 
could leave his patient, in order to apprise me exactly 
how the matter stands. He recommends my seeing 
Marmaduke in his first lucid interval. — ' There is no 
knowing,' said he, ' whether that may not be your 
poor dear nephew's last.'" 

" Your poor dear nephew," repeated Mr. Gerard, 
with great distinctness. " Very dear, doubtless, but 
lot what one would call poor, at least in the matter 
>f expectations." 



78 LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 

" Poor or rich, sir," retorted the other, " he has 
been placed in my hands as being those most fitted to 
take care of him." 

Mr. Gerard shrugged his shoulders, and smiled 
sardonically. 

" You seem to conceive that confidence mis- 
placed, sir," continued the baronet. " The want of 
your good opinion afflicts me beyond measure. I am 
aware that I fail to satisfy pious persons in some 
particulars, but that Mr. Harvey Gerard's suscepti- 
bilities should be offended is indeed a serious con- 
sideration; it is as though the devil himself should 
cry, 'For shame!'" 

" Sir Massingberd Heath, you are under my roof, 
although unbidden and unwelcome," returned my 
host; "your tongue, therefore, is chartered, so far as 
I am concerned. I could not, I confess, help my 
countenance expressing some astonishment when you 
spoke of your fitness for the education of youth." 

There was a pause here for which I could not 
account. Sir Massingberd's eyes were riveted upon 
something on which the firelight danced and shone. 
I should very much misrepresent the baronet's cha- 
racter, and probably even exaggerate his capabilities, 
if I said he blushed, but certainly his countenance 
changed. Then he broke out fiercely, " I live as I 
choose, sir, and am answerable to no man, least of all 
to you. The parsons had their say, and have got 
their reply long ago, but am I also to be arraigned 
by " 

" You cannot justify yourself by any quarrel with 
me," interrupted Mr. Gerard. "I have, as you say, 
although not for the foolish reason you would mention, 
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no right to be either your judge or accuser. But, 
Sir Massingberd, there is a God whom we have both 
good cause to fear." 

" So you make your own sermons, I perceive," 
exclaimed the other, bitterly. " That is the reason, 
is it, why the good folks never see yoa at church? 
Cant amuses me always; but religion out of your 
mouth is humorous, indeed. Pray go on, sir, if my 
dear nephew can wait a little, for I should be sorry 
to miss him altogether. You were affirming, I think, 
the existence of a God." 

"I was about to urge," continued Mr. Gerard, 
with grave severity, " since howsoever persons differ 
on religious matters, they generally acknowledge a 
common Father, that if there is one crime more 
hateful to Him than another, it is the deliberate 
debauchery of the mind of youth. I had no inten- 
tion of making any particular accusation, such as the 
sight of this flask seems to have suggested to you. 
I know nothing — but what I guess — of its history. 
It has only been in my hands a very few minutes. 
The person by whose means it came into this house 
was, I believe, an old gipsy woman, and you are, 
doubtless, well aware how it got into her possession." 

Mr. Gerard paused. Sir Massingberd, who, 
though smiling scornfully, had been beating the 
ground with his foot, here observed, with a forced 
calmness, " She is a liar; she is a thief, and the 
mother of thieves." 

"Did she steal this flask?" inquired Mr. Gerard, 
regarding the other attentively. " It has your crest 
upon it. She did not. Good. It was then, I sup- 
pose, only a gage cT amour of yours." 
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A lurid light came over Sir Massingbcrd's evil 
face; for a moment I trembled for the man who 
dared to speak such words to him, but almost 
instantly he recovered his usual cruel calm. 

" Your sagacity, Mr. Gerard," returned lie, " is 
truly admirable. Is it the result of experience or 
intuition? or has this old, ginger-faced harridan 
made you her favoured confidant? With your fond- 
ness for all such vagabonds I am well acquainted." 

" The reprobation of a man like you, Sir Mas- 
singberd, should be dearer than the praise of 
ordinary mortals ; but this matter does not concern 
myself in any way." 

The baronet muttered something between his set 
teeth. 

"Pshaw! man," continued Mr. Gerard, with 
unutterable scorn ; " think not to frighten one. I am 
stronger than you, because I am richer ; you are as 
poor as those very vagabonds whom you despise ; 
your very existence depends upon the alms of a 
stranger. That you are unscrupulous in your 
revenges, I do not doubt : but you would have to 
deal in Harvey Gerard with one who only uses 
honourable weapons with an honourable foe. If you 
did me or mine a mischief, I swear to you that I 
Avould shoot you like a dog." 

The frame of the speaker shook with contemp- 
tuous passion. Defiant as was his language, it fell 
far short of the disdain expressed in his tone and 
manner. It was not in Sir Massingberd's nature 
to be overawed, but his truculent features no longer 
maintained their grimness — their cruel humour. He 
could not put aside a man like Gerard with a brutal 
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jest. I do not say that he was conscious of his own 
inferiority, but he knew that his opponent not only 
did not fear, but actually despised him. This was 
wormwood. 

"I am ashamed," continued Mr. Gerard, after a 
pause, " to have lost my temper with you, Sir Mas- 
singberd, upon my own account. I wish to have 
nothing in common with you — not even a quarrel. 
We were speaking of this gipsy woman, and you 
called her thief and what not. Whatever may be her 
faults, however, it does not become you to dwell on 
th-sm j but for her and her prompt assistance, your 
nephew would not at this moment be alive. Out of 

this very flask she administered to him " So 

frightful an execration here broke from the baronet's 
lips that I anticipated it to be the prelude to a per- 
sonal assault upon my host. Mr. Gerard, however, 
stood quietly stirring the fire, with his eyes fixed 
firmly but calmly on these of Sir Massingberd, 
just as a mad doctor might regard a dangerous 
patient. 

" That is a very singular exclamation of gratitude," 
observed Mr. Gerard, sardonically, " to one who has 
just performed you — or at least yours — so great a 
service. It really seems as though you almost 
regretted that it was performed." 

A look of deadly hatred had now taken the place 
of all other expressions on the baronet's face. It 
forgot even to wear its sneer. 

" I have been insulted enough, I think." said he, 
with a calmness more terrible than wrath. " Even 
as it is, I shall scarcely be able to requite you, 
though be sure, I will do my best. But, with 

a 
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respect to my errand, I am come here to see my 
nephew, and that I will do." 

" That you shall not do, Sir Massingberd, so 
surely as this house is mine." 

"And who shall prevent me ? " exclaimed the 
baronet, contemptuously measuring his foe from head 
to foot. 

" Not I, sir, indeed," returned Mr. Gerard ; " but 
I will see that my servants put you out of doors by 
force," and as he spoke he laid his hand upon the 
bell. 

''Before night, then, I shall send for Marmaduke, 
and he shall be carried back to Fairburn, which, after 
all, is his proper home, and be there nursed." 

" Nursed ! " repeated my host, hoarsely. " Nursed 
by the grave-digger, you mean." 

Sir Massingberd turned livid and sat down ; then, 
as one who acts in his sleep, he passed his handker- 
chief once or twice across his forehead. " How dare 
you speak such things to me ? " said he, looking 
round about him. " To hear you talk, one would 
think that I had tried to murder the boy." 

"I know you did," cried Mr. Gerard, solemnly, 
laying his finger upon the baronet's arm. "If your 
nephew Marmaduke dies, his blood is on vour 
head." 

" On mine ! how on mine ? How, in the name of 
all the devils, could I have hindered the lad's horse 
from running away with him ? " 

" I will tell you how. You might have suffered 
Mr. Long to purchase a horse for the boy, as he 
offered to do, and not have sent to London for a 
confirmed runaway." 
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"He rode it half a dozen times without any harm," 
replied Sir Massingberd sullenly. 

" Yes, with a curb that would have tamed a wild 
horse fresh from the lasso. But when you took that 
curb for the keeper's pony, riding with gun in hand 
for the first time in your life — and sent your nephew 
forth upon that devil with a snaffle-bridle — nay, I 
have it yonder, sir — don't lie ; you calculated that if 
what you wished should happen all would be laid to 
chance. A change of bridles is an accident like 
enough to happen ; lads are thrown from horseback 
every day. See, I track your thoughts like slime. 
Base ruffian ! rise ; begone from beneath this roof, 
false coward " 

Sir Massingberd started up like one stung by an 
adder. 

"Yes, I say coward ! Heavens ! that this creature 
should still feel the touch of shame ! Be off, be off ; 
molest not any one within this house, at peril of your 
life — murderer — murderer ! " 

Without a word, without a glance of reply, Sir 
Massingberd seized his hat, and hurried from the 
room. I felt some alarm lest he should make some 
violent effort to visit Marmaduke ; but Mr. Gerard's 
countenance gave me comfort. He stood quite still, 
listening with grim satisfaction to the baronet's 
retreating footsteps. 

They were heard for an instant striding along the 
floor of the hall, and then were exchanged for the 
sound of his horse's hoofs urged to speed along the 
carriage-drive. Sir Massingberd Heath had met for 
once with his match — and mora, 
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CHAPTER IX. 

MB. HARVEY GEIIARD. 

So entirely engrossed had I been with the action and 
dialogue of the speakers in the preceding scene, that 
it scarcely struck me while it was going on that I 
had not paid for my place in the pit in the usual 
fashion, but was a mere eavesdropper under an 
orauge-trec. 

So soon as Sir Massingberd was really gone, how- 
ever, I became conscious of tho impropriety of my 
situation, and not wishing to own what I had done, 
I stole noiselessly out into the garden, and then re- 
entered the conservatory, and thereby the drawing- 
room, as though I had been out of sight and hearing 
nil the time. It was not quite a chivalrous act ; but 
I do not think that the boys of my time, myself in- 
cluded, were quite so honourable and frank as Mr. 
Tom Brown describes those of the present day to be. 
There was something, moreover, about Mr. Harvey 
Gerard which told me he would have loathed a 
listener, nor would have been very ready to have 
accepted fear as any excuse for my conduct. He 
was a man of noble bearing, nearly six feet in height, 
and extremely well formed. Pie was dressed in a 
blue lapelled coat, light waistcoat and kerseys, and 
Hessian boots. These hist I had not seen before 
upon any person, and I remember them well. I think 
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they wore the most graceful covering for the leg that 
has yet been devised, although, I own, they may not 
have been so convenient as the modern knickor. 
bockers. He wore his own grey hair — which was 
not very usual with persons of his rank of life — and 
rather long. His features were large, but handsome; 
and there was a kind of youthful blandness about 
them which gave his face a most agreeable expression 
in ordinary. When excited by passion, however, as 
I had lately seen him, his appearance greatly changed. 
His thin lips parted contemptuously, and showed his 
threatening teeth, while his blue eyes, gentle almost 
to dreaminess, became blood-streaked, and almost 
started from their sockets. As I now beheld him 
calmly kindling a lamp on the drawing-room table, 
no one could have been a greater contrast than hiui- 
s-elf to the man who had just driven Sir Massingbcrd 
Heath from the room with such a hail-storm of 
invective. 

" Well, young gentleman," exclaimed he, cheer- 
fully, " the enemy is repulsed, you see, although, I 
confess, your friend the baronet is rather a formidable 
fellow. He's uncommonly like Front de Bceuf. I 
daresay you have read the new romauce of 'Ivanhoe,' 
have you not ? " 

" Marmaduke has, sir, I believe," replied I ; "but 
I am sorry to say I am no great reader." 

'■ That is not well, Mr. Meredith ; youth is the 
time for reading. A knowledge of books, if they are 
suificiently varied, is half-way towards the knowledge 
of men. It is true that a student may turn out a 
fool, because ho may have been a book-worm ; but 
the prooability is greater of that misfortune befalling 



86 10ST SIR MASSING BKRD. 

one who lias been ' no great reader.' I would not 
say so much, if you were older than you are, and had 
not plenty of time before you to redeem the past. 
There is nothing more contemptible than ignorance ; 
save, perhaps " — here he sighed — " than knowledge 
misapplied. "What a dangerous villain would that 
man be, for instance, who has just been here, had his 
natural powers been cultivated by study. As it is, 
he rushes headlong, like the bull." Here he turned 
upon me gaily. " Did he ever toss you, my young 
friend ? " 

" Well, sir," returned I, remembering that inter- 
view in the churchyard, " he bellowed at me once a 
little." 

" Did he, my boy, did he ? — the cowardly brute ! 
Well, I've put a ring through his nose for a consider- 
able time to come, I flatter myself, I like a bull- 
fight. I think I should have made a capital 
matador," cried Mr. Gerard, rubbing his hands and 
laughing. 

" How did you — how did you manage to ring him, 
sir?" inquired I, with hesitation, for I Avas curious to 
see whether Mr. Gerard would make me a confidant 
of what had passed. 

" Oh, I watched him carefully — never took my 
eyes off him for a moment. When he was calm in 
his white malice, then I irritated him by waving my 
red flag — this silver-headed brandy-flask put him in a 
horrible rage. When he made his rushes, I stood 
aside, and let him go where he would. When he had 
exhausted himself, I stepped in, and gave him the 
steel. I wonder," soliloquized Mr. Gerard, aloud, 
as he slowly paced up and down the room — "I 
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wonder if it would be safe to give him the coup da 
grace!" 

" But," said I, '• were you not afraid " 

"My dear young frieud," said my host, with 
seriousness, but placing his hand kindly upon mj - 
shoulder, " an honest man should never be afraid of a. 
fellow-creature. ' Fear God,' it is written ; but even 
the king is only to be honoured." 

It is impossible to express the grave and noble air 
with which Mr. Gerard spoke those words : I felt 
such an affectionate awe of him from that moment, as 
no other person has ever inspired within me. 

" But," continued I, " supposing he had made 
a personal assault upon you: he is perfectly reck- 
less, and a much more powerful man, I should 
think." 

" Very true, my young friend ; and indeed at One 
time I thought he would certainly have done it ; that 
was why I placed the poker in the fire. It would 
not have been a romantic action ; but so sure as he 
laid finger upon me, I would have played Bailie Nicol 
Jarvie, and ' burned a hole in him one might put a 
kail-pat through,' It would have given me genuine 
pleasure." 

" Burned a hole in Sir Massingberd ? " cried I 
aghast. 

" Ay, that would I. As it was, I threatened him 
with my servants ; and had he ventured to force his 
way into yonder room, they should have flogged him, 
though he were ten times Sir Massingberd. Better 
men than he are often flogged for less offences. Did 
you hear of Admiral Fliuthert's funeral at Crittenden 
a month ago or so ? You did ; and I daresay you 
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were told that lie was a good man and a biavo 
sailor." 

"So it was said, indeed, sir," replied I. "Mr. 
Long attended the funeral out cf respect, and I 
believe a great number of gentlemen of the 
county." 

" Yet, for all that, he was a bad man, and a 
coward," returned Mr. Gerard, his voice rising, and 
his blue eyes flashing with indignation. " One part 
of the naval creed — ' to hate the French' — it is true, 
he did believe, and acted in that faith ; but he omit- 
ted the other, and the more important, ' to hate the 
devil.' He loved and served the devil of his own 
arrogant passions ; he made the men miserable over 
whom he ruled ; his ship was called the ' Floating 
Hell.' When the carriage of the lord-lieutenant had 
driven away from the church, with all its load of 
sympathy — for there was nothing else inside it — and 
the county gentry were rolling homewards, congratu- 
lating themselves that they had paid due reverence 
to a gallant officer and a friend of order and good 
government, I will tell you what happened. The 
very evening those honoured remains were laid in 
their resting-place, a sailor called at the house of old 
Marks, the sexton, and begged to be shown the 
admiral's coffin. ' I have sailed with him for years,' 
said he, ' and I have made right away from Ports- 
mouth on purpose to do this ; and though I cannot 
see his face, I should like at least to look upon that 
which contains it.' 

" Now, old Marks did not faucy unlocking the 
church, and descending into a damp vault ; beside 
which, he had really no right to enter the last home 
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of the Flintherts without due occasion. So said he, 
' I cannot admit you to where the admiral lies, and 
certainly not at this hour ; it is as much as my place 
is worth.' 

" Then the sailor, who was as fine and hearty- 
looking a man, said Marks, as need be, held up half a 
sovereign between his finger and thumb. ' I have 
been just paid off,' said he, 'and will gladly give you 
this for your trouble ; while as for your scruples, 
why, don't you think the admiral's family bore, and 
all his great friends who came to do him honour to- 
day, would be glad enough that a poor tar should pay 
a humble tribute to his memory ? ' 

" 'Well,' said Marks, regarding, I daresay, the half- 
sovereign rather wistfully, ' what you have just said 
seems certainly to alter the matter. I will take you 
' to the church, and you shall see the coffin, for the 
vault is not yet sealed.' 

" So they started with a lantern, and Marks was 
for going first to show the way, but the sailor went 
ahead, saying that he knew the road blindfold, for 
that he had been brought up in that neighbourhood, 
and knew it well. 

"'Well,' said old Marks, 'I thought I recognized 
something about you, although you are much changed 
in the last twenty years. You are Will Moody, who 
got into trouble with Sir Wentworth Heath about 
poaching ; only he couldn't quite prove it agin you.' 

" ' No,' returned the sailor ; ' but ne went to 
work by a surer way than even the law — he got 
me pressed when I went to visit my sister down at 
Deal.' 

" That, my young friend," observed Mr. Gerard, 
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interrupting himself, " is a method by which not only 
we man our fleet, but rid the country of a number of 
obnoxious persons." 1 

"'Yes,' continued tho sailor, 'I was pressed; if 
it had not been for that, 1 should not have sailed 
under Admiral Flinthert.' He spoke no more till 
they had entered the church, and had moved away 
the stone, which had been only dropped, and not yet 
fastened over the mouth of the vault. Then they 
descended the steps, and old Marks turned his lantern 
on to the spot where the first — that is, the latest — 
coffin of the long row was lying. ' That is the ad- 
miral's,' said he ; ' you may read his name upon the 
silver plate.' 

" William Moody spelled it out aloud, so as to be 
quite sure. ' Well,' said he, ' I will tell you a little 
story about that dead man, and then we will come 
away.' 

" ' Tell us the story when we get home,' replied 
the sexton. 

" c No, no, man ; I will tell it here, else you would 
think ill of me, may be, for what I am going to do. 
Now listen. For a long time after I was pressed 
I hated and detested what I had to do, and also those 
who gave me my orders ; but after a bit I got more 
used to the work, and some of the officers I learned 
to like very well, especially our captain. I was a 
strong, active fellow, without home-ties to think upon 

1 This sarcasm was founded on literal truth. I myself re- 
member a time when Englishmen submitted to a system of 
oppression almost precisely similar to that which has of late 
driven the Poles to insurrection, and enlisted for them the sym- 
pathies of Europe — namely, a forced conscription, the subjects 
which are selected. 
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and sadden me ; for mother had other sons to main- 
tain her, and in that respect I was luckier than most. 
There were pressed men on board of the same ship, 
men, whose wives and helpless children were starv- 
ing because their bread-winner was taken from them, 
and who knew not whether he was dead or alive. 
However, as I say, I soon got used to my new position, 
and became so good a sailor, that I was made what is 
called captain of the maintop. When our ship was 
paid off, which was not, however, for a long time, I 
liked the salt water so well, that after I had been 
home for a little, I volunteered to serve again. 

" ' My next captain was this man, who lies here. 
He was as cruel a tyrant as ever trod a quarter- 
deck, and a terror to good and bad alike. You could 
never please him, do what you would. If an officer 
is worth his salt at all, he knows and respects those 
men who do their duty well under him. Captain 
Flinthert knew, but did not respect them ; on the 
contrary, he behaved towards them as though he 
resented some imaginaiy claims on their part to his 
consideration. I held in his ship the same position 
that I held in the last, for it did not contain a more 
active sailor. Yet he found occasion — I should rather 
say he made it — to get me punished. I swear to you, 
that I had not committed even that slight fault which 
he laid to my charge ; if I had done so, it was one 
for which the stopping of a day's grog would have 
been chastisement enough. This ruffian ' — here he 
smote the coffin with his clenched hand — ' ordered 
me three dozen lashes. Now, I had never been 
flogged yet, and when I went to the captain with 
almost tears in my eyes, and told him so, and that I 
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had never eveti been reported for misconduct, he 
replied with a sneer that I was too good by half, and 
that it Avas high time I should become acquainted 
with the cat-o'-nine tails. " To prevent mistakes, 
you shall have it at once," said he; "call up the 
boatswain's mate." Now, I thought to myself, in the 
pride of my manliness and independence, that such a 
disgrace should never happen to William Moody, but 
that I would die first ; so I walked straight from that 
part of the deck where I had been speaking with 
Captain Flinthert, and leaped from the bulwarks into 
the sea. I believe I tried at first to drown myself, 
out I was a strong swimmer, and nature compelled 
me presently to strike out. The cry of " A man 
overboard ! " had caused the boat to be lowered at 
once ; and though we had been sailing very fast I 
was picked up, not much exhausted, and almost in 
spite of myself. As soon as I had got on board and 
put on dry things the captain sent for me on deck, 
where I found the boatswain's mate at the grating, 
and all hands piped for punishment. " William 
Moody," said that ruffian in a mocking voice, " I 
had ordered you three dozen lashes for a certain 
offence, but you have now committed a much graver 
ftne iu endangering, by your late act, the life of one 
of his majesty's sailors ; you will, therefore, now 
receive six dozen instead. Boatswain, do your duty." 
" ' I was, therefore, tied up and punished. I 
don't think I suffered much at the time, although I 
was laid up in the sick ward for long afterwards. I 
was entirely occupied with thoughts of revenge. 
When I was able to get about again Captain Flint- 
hert had got another ship, and was away out of my 
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reach. I never met him again, or he would not have 
lived to the age that is inscribed on yonder plate; but 
as soon as I heard that he was dead, I swore to come 
and spit upon the tyrant's coffin.' 

" Then the sailor suited the action to the word, 
and turned from the dishonoured corpse with a 
lighter step than that which he had approached it; 
and old Marks followed him from the vault, as he 
confessed to me himself, ' half frightened out of his 
wits.' " 

" I do not wonder," said I to Mr. Gerard, " it was 
a terrible revenge." 

" Ay, but how much worse was the provocation ; 
from the very man, too, placed in authority over him 
whose duty was to foster, not to oppress him. Verily, 
they that are in honour, and understand not, are as 
the beasts that perish." 

" True," returned I, " but then the wretch was 
dead." 

" Just so, young sir," replied Mr. Gerard, im- 
petuously, " was dead, and never felt the insult. The 
sailor felt both the insult and the lashes. How is it 
that, at your age, you have already learned to be the 
apologist of the rich in high places ?" 

"Nay, sir, I ?" 

" Yes, you," continued my host with vehemence; 
" your pity is for the admiral, and does not descend 
to the captain of the maintop. Still," added he, in a 
milder tone, "I should not judge you harshly, cveu 
if you so judge other.-. You were brought up in 
India, were you not ? where in the eyes of tho 
cowering natives, to bo while is to be powerful, anC 
wise, and all in all — save to be cood. Great heavens, 
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what a retribution is waiting for us there!" Again 
my host paced the room, but this time rapidly, 
wildly, and uttering exclamations like a sybil in- 
spired by her god. "If the nabobs we see here are 
specimens of those who rule the East, Heaven help 
the ruled ! What blindness, what infatuation ! Do 
you know, young man, the very men that cause 
revolutions are the last to believe in them?" This 
was an observation so entirely beyond me, that I 
could only murmur that such was doubtless the 
case, although I did not remember having heard it 
remarked before. " It is so," continued Mr. Gerard, 
positively, " and it always has been so. It was so in 
France. I suppose you have always been taught to 
consider the French Republicans the vilest and 
wickedest of men, and the Revolution to be the 
mother that produced them at one monstrous birth. 
Yes, when the day of reckoning comes, and the ruin 
is undeniable, Democracy, forsooth, is blamed. The 
taunt is hurled — 

' " Behold the harvest that we reap 

From popular government and equality ! " 

Whereas, in truth, 'tis neither these, nor aught 

Of wild belief ingrafted on their names 

By false philosophy, have caused the woe, 

But a terrific reservoir of guilt 

And ignorance, filled up from age to age, 

That can no longer hold its loathsome charge, 

But bursts, and spreads in deluge through the land.' 

High truth embalmed in noble verse, yet no one 
heeds. The author of those lines, my friend, is the 
greatest poet iu Great Britain, and has never pos- 
sessed an income of a hundred pounds a year. They 
say that my Lord Castlereagh has thirty thou- 
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sand . Stay, do you not hear wheels? That 

must be Sitwell's gig. I Lave not the patience to 
see him now. His sycophantic officiousness in 
fetching Sir Massingberd was too contemptible. How 
can a man who has two legs given him to stand 
upright upon, persist in grovelling through life upon 
all-fours ? 

* Heaven grant the man some noble nook ; 
For, rest his soul ! he'd rather be 
Genteelly damned beside a duke 
Than saved in vulgar company.' 

Do you receive him, Mr. Meredith ; and tell him 
from me that it is no thanks to him that his patient 
is yet alive. Now that the siege is raised, I will just 
step in and see how the lad is getting on." 

My host had left the room only a few seconds when 
Dr. Sitwell entered it. 

"My dear young friend!" exclaimed he, in an 
excited manner, " what on earth has happened to Sir 
Massingberd Heath ? He very nearly rode me down 
ten minutes ago on Crittenden Common ; and when I 
inquired after his nephew, he replied — Well, I cannot 
repeat the exact words, because they are so exces- 
sively shocking. Why, he must be out of his mind 
with grief! I trust he did nothing impetuous, 
nothing that is to be regretted, here?" 

"No, sir," replied I; "he did not, thanks to our 
good host, who withstood all his attempts to see his 
nephew. It was, however, most indiscreet of you to 
send him hither. Mr. Harvey Gerard was exceed- 
ingly annoyed by your doing so." 

" My dear young friend," observed Dr. Sitwell, 
einking his voice to a confidential whisper, " Mr. 



96 LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 

Harvey Gerard is annoyed at many things which 
would give most sensible persons a great deal of 
pleasure. He would as soon admit a rattle-snake 
within his doors as a man of title, unless, indeed, it 
be his friend, Sir Charles Wolseley. By the bye, it is 
to Sir Charles that my dear patient, Mr. Broadacres, 
is indirectly indebted for his wound. If Sir Charles 
had not convened that revolutionary meeting at 
Brangton, Mr. Broadacres would not have had to read 
the Riot Act, and eventually got shot by mistake by 
his own men. It is denied by the government, I 
perceive, that ball was fired by the troops at the first 
discharge; but between ourselves such was certainly 
the case ; for I extracted the bullet from poor Mr. B. 
myself, and he has had to lie upon his face ever since. 
Good heavens, sir, what a position for a man whose 
family came in with the Conqueror! " 

" Is this Sir Charles Wolseley, then, of whom one 
reads so much in the papers, a friend of Mr. Gerard's?" 
said I. " I have heard Mr. Long remark that he was 
a very dangerous man." 

" So he is, sir. He'll be hung some day, as sure 
as he lives. And the gentleman in whose house we 
stand is tarred with the same brush, It's terrible to 
think of. Why, do you know, Mr. Meredith, that 
Mr. Harvey Gerard goes the length " — here the 
doctor looked about him to be sure that we were 
alone, and placing his lips close to my ear, whispered 
solemnly, "of wearing a white hat!" 

" Gracious goodness," returned I, " why shouldn't 
he? My father always wears a white hat in India." 

" Yes ; but let me tell you this, India is not England," 
observed the doctor, sagaciously. " A white hat 
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here is tho badge of Radicalism, Republicanism, 
Atheism — I don't say that Mr. Gerard is a downright 
atheist, but he's a sectary, and that's nearly as bad. 
And hark ye, I know this for certain: the only reason 
why Henry Hunt himself is not hand and glove with 
our friend is this, that when Hunt was tried for his 
life for sedition, he came into the dock like a prudent 
man, with a black hat, and that is the one act of 
caution and good sense for which Mr. Gerard has 
never forgiven him." 



CHAPTER X. 



LOVE THE LIFEGIVER. 



It was about four o'clock in the morning, or nearly 
twelve hours after his frightful fall, that Marmaduke 
Heath first woke to consciousness. Mr. Long and 
myself were passing the night in his apartment, which 
was a very roomy one, my tutor upon a sofa, and I in 
a comfortable arm-chair. I had begged that for that 
once at least it should be so, for I knew the dear lad 
Avould like to set his eyes upon me when he first 
opened them. Dr. Sitwell and his assistant both 
agreed that if he woke at all from his heavy ster- 
torous slumber, it would be in his sane mind; and it 
was so. Mr. Long was asleep, but I had so much to 
think about in the occurrences and disclosures of the 
preceding evening, that slumber had refused to visit 
me. 

I was as unused as happy youth in general is to 
sleeplessness. I did not know at that time what it is 
to lay head upon pillow only to think upon the morrow 
wich a brain that has done its day's work, and would 
fain be at rest; or worse, only to let the past re-enact 
itself under the wearied eyelids; to watch the long 
procession of vanished forms again fill the emptied 
scenes, and yet to be conscious of their unreality. 
How different in this respect alone is the experience 
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of age and youth, and again of poverty and com- 
petence! A young man in tolerable circumstances, 
and who does not chance to be a sportsman, may 
never have seen the sun rise, that commonest of splen- 
did spectacles to all men of humble station. For my 
own part, I had never done so in England until the 
occasion of which I speak, and I remember it very 
particularly. The weary time spent in listening to 
the various noises of the house, now to those conse- 
quent upon the retiring to rest of its inmates, and 
then to those more mysterious ones which do not 
begin till afterwards — the cricket on the hearth, the 
mice in the wainscot, the complaining of chairs and 
wardrobes, and the clocks, which discourse in quite 
another fashion than they do in the day. The slow 
hours consumed in watching the rushlight spots, first 
on the floor and then on the wall, and at last exchanged 
for the cool grey dawn, stealing in through cranny 
and crack, aud showing my companions still in the 
land of dreams; later yet the drowsy crowing of cocks, 
and presently, as the light grows and grows, not- 
withstanding shutter and curtain, the indescribably 
welcome song of the early robin, the busy chirping 
of the house-sparrow, followed by the whole tuneful 
choir of birds ; then the lowing of cattle in the dis- 
tance, and the distant barking of the wateh-dog, so 
strangely different from that sad and solitary howl 
with which the same animal breaks the awful stillness 
of the night. About four, I say, as I looked for the 
thousandth time towards Marmaduke's bed, 1 saw 
him sitting up, supporting himself on his elbow, and 
pushing his other hand across his brow, as if trying 
to call to mind where he was. In an instant I was 

H 2 
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at his bedside. "Marmaduke, I am here," taid I •, 
"Peter Meredith." 

" I am not at Fairburn Hall, am I?" asked he, in 
a hoarse whisper. 

" No, Marmaduke, you are amongst friends." 

" Then he is not here," gasped he — " nowhere 
near." 

" He is miles away, my friend, and he will never 
come under this roof." 

"Thank Heaven — thank Heaven!" cried the poor 
boy, sinking back upon the pillow; it was only a 
dreadful dream, then. I shall die happy." 

" You need not talk of dying, Marmaduke. On 
the contrary, let us hope you are about to begin a 
life unshadowed, natural, without fear." 

"No, Peter, I must die. I feel that; but what is 
death to what I have been dreaming? Do you 
remember that poem which came down in the box of 
books, from Mr. Clint, last week, about a wretched 
man that was bound upon a wild horse and sent 
adrift in the Ukraine?" And then he repeated with 
some difficulty — 

*' ' How fast we fled away, away, 
And I could neither sigh, nor pray, 
And my cold sweat-drops fell like rain 
Upon the courser's bristling mane, 
But snorting still with rage and fear, 
He flVw upon his far career ; 
At times I almost thought indeed, 
He must have slackeu'd in his speed j 
Uut no; my bound and slender frame 
Was nothing to his angry might, 
And merely like a spur became.' 

Well, Peter, that was I. But Instead of ihv 
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which followed upon his track, it was my uncle 
Massingberd who followed me. He had chosen to kill 
me as Count Palatine would have killed Mazeppa, 
but he wanted also to see it done. 

' All through the night I hoard his feet, 
Their stealing, rustling step repeat.' 

Great Heaven, I hear them now ! " 

"Nay, Marmaduke, it is only I, your old tutor," 
said Mr. Long, tenderly, who had not been able to 
leave his sofa entirely without noise. "You must 
not give way to these fancies ; you had a fall from 
Panther, that is all." 

" Ay," returned the poor boy, " it tvas Panther, 
only I thought he was a wild horse, and not my pony 
at all. 

'But though my cords were wet with gore, 
Which oozing through my limbs ran o'er; 
And in my tongue the thirst became 
A something fiercer far than flame ;' 

that was nothing ; nothing to the knowledge that 
that man was close behind. Now that I am awake, 
I feel bruised from head to heel, my bones ache, my 
head seems as though it were about to burst, but that 

is nothing to " the poor lad could not finish the 

sentence, but exclaimed with piteous vehemence, "do, 
Mr. Long, do promise me that I shall never see him 
more." 

"You shall never see him more, if I can help it," 
returned my tutor, with unusual energy. " Ye*, I 
think I can promise that you never shall." I well 
knew that so cautious a mau as Mr. Long would not 
have said so much without full warrant; it waa 
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evident to me at once that he had heard from Mr 
Gerard all that had passed between that gentleman 
and the baronet in the drawing-room, and was now 
determined to act with vigour in Marmaduke's behalf. 
Perhaps the coincidence of the lad's dream with what 
had in fact occurred, may have helped my tutor's 
decision, but now that he had once passed his word, 
I felt sure that he would stand by Marmaduke to the 
last. 

The sick boy seemed to feel this too, for lie 
uttered many expressions of gratitude and content- 
ment, while he kept fast hold of his new protector's 
hand. 

" But mind, Marmaduke, you must now make haste 
and get well, and not give way to despondency about 
yourself. I am going for the doctor, who is sleeping 
in the house, and whom I promised to call as soon as 
you awoke; and, Peter, don't you let him talk too 
much. For a boy like that to talk of death," added 
Mr. Long, aloud, as he drew on his slippers, " is to 
go half-way to meet it." 

Marmaduke smiled feebly at this remark of his 
unconscious tutor's, and when he had left the room, 
observed, " There is no need of any doctors ; this is 
my death-bed, Meredith, I know." 

"Marmaduke," replied I gravely, "I will not 
listen to such dreadful things ; it is wrong, it is 
wicked, it will do you harm." 

"No, Peter, there is nothing dreadful in the thing 
I mean, and it seems to soothe me when I speak of it. 
Since I have been ill, I have had a sign that tells me 
I must go. We shall not grow up together to be 
friends through life, as we had planned. I shall 
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watch you perhaps — I hope I shall — and be happy in 
your happiness, but you will soon forget me. There 
will be a thousand things for you to think of; there 
have been such even now for you Avhile / — it seems 
hard, does it not, Peter, that J should have grown up 
under the shadow of that man, and never felt the 
Sunshine ? They say that boyhood is the blithest 
time of life, but I have never been a boy. I think I 
could almost tell him, if he stood here now, how he 
has poisoned my young life, and sent me to the grave 
without one pleasant memory to moisten my dying 
eyes. Yes, my friend, dying. I have seen a vision 
in the night far too sweet and fair not to have been 
sent from heaven itself. If there indeed be angel, 
such was she. They say the Heaths have always 
ghastly warnings when their hour is come, but this 
was surely a gentle messenger. I close my eyes and 
see that smile once more." 

" Has she hair of golden brown ? " inquired I 
gravely, "and hazel eyes, large and pitiful, and does 
she smile sad and sweet as though one's pain would 
soon be over?" 

" That is she, that is she ! " exclaimed Marmaduke 
eagerly, while from his heavy eyelids the light flashed 
forth as from a thunder-c.oud; "oh, tell me who and 
what she is !" 

" Her name is Lucy Gerard," replied I quietly, 
"and we are, at this moment, in her father's house." 

Marmaduke's mention of her smile had revealed to 
me the secret alike of dream and vision. He must 
have been dimly conscious of the catastrophe that had 
occurred to him throughout, although he had con- 
fused himself, poor fellow, with Mazeppa, and the 
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daughter of our host with a vision from the skies. 
His eyes were now closed, and with features as pale 
as the pillow on which he lay, he was repeating to 
himself her name as though it were a prayer. 

" Marmaduke," said I, " we will talk no more, 
since it exhausts you thus ; I hear Mr. Long return- 
ing with the doctor, be of good heart, and keep your 
thoughts from dwelling " 

"Yes," interrupted he, as though he would prevent 
the very mention of that grisly king of whom he had 
been now conversing so familiarly, "I will, I wil 1 
It would indeed be bitter to die now." 



CHAPTER XL 

WOOING BY PROXY. 

The medical report of Marmaduke Heath was more 
than cheering; it was confident. "One of the very 
best features of that young man's case is this," said 
Dr. Sitwell, "he does not give way. Foolish youths 
of his age will sometimes, as it were, fall in love with 
Death, until it is absolutely close beside them, poor 
fellows, when they shrink from him like tho best of 
us." 

" You should rather say the worst of us, Dr. Sit- 
well," observed my tutor. 

" Well, sir, as far as my experience goes," returned 
the doctor cheerfully, "and I have 'assisted," as 
Mr. Gerard here will have it, at the demise of many 
persons of the very first respectability, few of us are 
apt to welcome death ; the majority, contrary to what 
is vulgarly believed, pay him no sort of attention 
whatsoever." 

"And yet," remarked Mr. Harvey Gerard slily, 
" He came over before the Conqueror, and possesses a 
considerable amount of land all over the country." 

"True, sir, true," replied the doctor gravely; 
"and those are attributes which should always com- 
mand respect. With regard, however, to our young 
patient, he seems determined, notwithstanding his 
Buffering*, to be cheerful, and bear up. I have told 
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him how essential it is to do so, and the young gen- 
tleman is most reasonable, I am sure. ' I do not 
want to die, I wish to live,' were his very words — a 
most satisfactory and sensible state of mind. Fair- 
burn Hall — he did not say this, but I knew what was 
passing through his brain quite well — Fairburn Hall, 
and one of the oldest baronetcies in the kingdom, are 
something to live for — that is a gi'eat point in cases 
of this kind." 

I am sure I felt thankful and glad to hear this 
account of my dear friend; yet I could not help 
wishing that Dr. Sitwell had been as correct in the 
cause of Marmaduke's clinging to life, as in the fact 
itself. For I too was stricken with love for Lucy 
Gerard, and would have laid down my life to kiss 
her finger tip. It is the fashion now to jeer at that 
which is called First Love, as though affection were 
not •worth having until it has first exhausted itself 
upon a score of objects ; nay, perhaps, the thing 
itself is as extinct as the Dodo. In my day, however, 
the Great Three-Hundred-a-Year Marriage-Question 
was not yet broached, and gentlemen did not com- 
plainiDgly publish their rejections at the hands of the 
fair rex in the Times newspaper. Nearly half a 
century has passed over my head since the time of 
which I write, and has not spared its snows, and yet, 
I swear to you, my old heart glows again, and on my 
withered cheek there comes a blush as I call to mind 
the time when first I met that pure and fair young 
girl. 

The worship of a lad is never lasting, it is said, 
although I know not upon what authority — society so 
Beldom permitting the experiment to be made, that 
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the dictum can hardly be established ; but while it 
does last, at least, how clear and steady is the incense! 
how honest is the devotion ! how complete the sacri- 
fice! Since I have been an old fogey, it has been 
confided to me by more than one ancient flirt that they 
still experience a rapture when they chance to catch 
the affection of a boy. They are kinder to him than 
they are to older men ; they let him down easy ; they 
respect the infatuation which they themselves have 
long lost the power of entertaining. How delicious, 
then, must such a conquest be to a maiden of seven- 
teen ! I claim for myself the possession of no tenderer 
nor truer feelings than other lads, but I know that a 
queen might have accepted the heart-homage which I 
paid to Lucy Gerard. And never was fealty more 
disinterested. I have written down not a little to 
my discredit; let me then say this much in my own 
favour. From the moment that Marmaduke Heath 
spoke to me as he did, upon his bed of sickness, of 
our host's daughter, I determined within myself not 
only to stand aside, and let him win her if he could, 
but to help him by all means within my power. If 
he lived for her alone, should I endeavour to slay 
him ? If a promise, however distant, of a bright and 
happy future seemed at length to be held out for him 
whose life had been so saddened and so bitter, should 
I strive to make it void ? I could not afford to lose 
her; no. I would have given ail that I had in the 
world to hear her whisper, " I love you ;" I would 
have beggared myself, I say, for those mere words ; 
but could he, poor lad, afford the loss of her so well ? 
Doubtless, in modern eyes, we both appear mere 
foolish victims of calf-love; green hobbai dy-hoys, 
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dazzled with the first flutter of a petticoat. As for 
me, let it be so received, and welcome, although, my 
young male readers, this is to be said, You never 
saw Lucy Gerard. Otherwise you would wonder 
little at my — well, at my poor folly. But with re- 
spect to Marmaduke, it must be admitted that his 
was not an ordinary case. Although a boy in years, 
he had long been sitting ou the shores of old romance, 
and had probably more of the divine faculty for love 
within him than all the ardent souls of five-and-thirty 
put together, who are at this moment turning their 
eyes about them for a suitable young person with 
whose income to unite their own. Since his mother 
died, he had scarcely beheld a virtuous woman, with 
the exception of dear Mrs. Myrtle, the housekeeper 
at the Kectory, whose appearance was calculated to 
excite respect rather than the sentimental emotions ; 
and now he had suddenly been brought face to face 
with one whose equal for form and feature, for gen- 
tleness and graciousness, for modesty and courage, 
these eyes have never yet beheld. I have dene. 
There shall be no more ecstasies, reader ; an old man 
thanks you that you have borne with his doting gar- 
rulity even thus long. 

Since the days of Earl Athelwold, and probably 
long before them, the wooing by proxy has been held 
to be a perilous undertaking ; we cannot take the 
fingers of a fair lady within our own, and say. " This 
is not my hand at all," as though we were Bishop 
Berkeley ; or still more, " This is somebody else's 
hand," which it manifestly is not. If credit is to be 
given to such protestations at all, there is no knowing 
where to stop ; aud yet we must be doing something 
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tender, or we are not performing our duty as deputy. 
But how tenfold are the dangers of this enterprise, 
when the delegate of another has at oue time contem- 
plated performing the mission in question upon his 
own account. Of this peril — although fully deter- 
mined to speak a good word for Marmaduke — I was 
well aware ; I even considered within myself whether 
it would not be safer, upon the whole, to return at 
once to Fairburn Rectory, lest I should do my friend 
an involuntary wroDg. Yes, I was walking in the 
garden at the Dovecot after breakfast, considering 
this, when I came upon Lucy Gerard herself, and 
flight became impossible to me, being mortal. I was 
pacing a winding path that ran beside the lawn, but 
was hidden from it by a glittering wall of laurel, and 
lo! there she stood, unconscious of my advent, beside 
— what ? a statue ? a sun-dial ? No, a rose-tree, 
striving upwards by help of a little cross of white 
marble. Her face was westward, so that the morning 
sun shone like a glory on the wealth of hair that 
rippled down her shoulders. Beside her indoor gar- 
ments she wore only a little braided apron, full of 
pockets that held scissors, pruning-knife, the thing 
which is called "bass," I believe, and other horticul- 
tural weapons ; and on her head the tiniest straw- 
hat, with a brim obviously intended to shelter more 
than one — a perfect garden saint, and at her prayers .' 
for while I looked she knelt upon the grass-border 
(to shake some insect from a rose I at first thought, 
or remove a faded leaf), and so, with bowed head, 
remained for several minutes. When she arose aud 
saw me hesitating whether to advance or retreat, sbo 
blushed a little ; but in her usual quiet tone; begged 
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me not to be disturbed. " You could not know that 
this is forbidden ground here. It was my fault, who 
ought to have told you ; our own folks all know it, 
and so few guests ever come to the Dovecot that it 
never struck me, Mr. Meredith, to give you a Tres- 
pass notice." 

" But since I am here, Miss Gerard, and the intru- 
sion has been made — most innocently, I assure you — 
may I not be suffered to satisfy what, believe me, is 
not a mere vulgar curiosity ? " 

" I do not think," returned the young lady, with 
some hesitation, " that my father would object to 
your knowing our little secret. You are going to 
remain with us some time, he hopes, and — yes, I am 
sure you will respect what with us is held so secret. 
This cross and rose-tree are set above my little sister's 
grave. See, that is what we used to call her, Little 
Ella. She of whom I spoke to you in the drawing- 
room yesterday." 

I daresay my stupid face exhibited more of asto- 
nishment than sympathy. No wonder, thought I, that 
the doctor called Mr. Gerard a sectary, and that Mr. 
Long was so cold and distant in his manner. 

"You seem surprised, Mr. Meredith, that my 
father should have acted thus — should have placed 
the tomb of his dear child where he can always come 
to weep and pray at it, and not amid the long dank 
grasses in Crittenden churchyard. Is it so very rare 
a thing to bury those we love elsewhere, than in a 
churchyard ? " 

"I only know one other instance," said I, "and 
that is in the Heath family." 

" Indeed," replied Miss Gerard gravely, moving 
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t.way as though not wishing to converse of ordinary 
things in that sacred neighbourhood. " I trust we 
have but little in common with them." 

" Truly, I can scarcely imagine that you and they 
are of the same species," replied I, with irrepressible 
admiration ; " you who do not even know what 
wickedness is." 

" What ! I ? Oh, but I am sometimes very, very 
wicked, I assure you," replied Miss Gerard. She 
looked so serious, nay, so sad, that I could have 
taken up her little hand and kissed it, there and 
then, to comfort her. But would such a course of 
conduct assist poor Marraaduke ? thought I, and for- 
tunately in time. 

" There is one of the Heath family," said I, " at all 
events, whose good qualities will go far to atone for 
the shortcomings of his adversaries, if he only lives to 
exercise them." 

That, " if he only lives," I considered to be very 
diplomatic ; it was enlisting a tender sympathy for his 
perilous condition to start with. 

" Dr. Sitwell says that there is little danger," 
replied Miss Gerard quietly. 

"I know better," observed I, confidentially; "his 
life or death hangs upon a thread, a chance." 

" Good heavens ! Mr. Meredith, what can you 
mean ? The brain, we are assured, is quite un- 
injured." 

" My dear Miss Gerard," returned I, " it is not his 
brain that is affected, it is his heart. His recovery, I 
am positively certain, depends upon you." 

"Upon me, Mr. Meredith?" replied she, while a 
blush sprung from neck to forehead on the instant, 
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as though a white rose should become a red one — 
" upon me?" 

" Yes, dear young lady ; that is, upon you and 
your good father. This lad will find here, for the 
first time in his young life, peace and tenderness — a 
new existence, if you only choose, will expand around 
him, such as he has never even dreamt of. I do not 
ask you to be kind to him, for you cannot be other- 
wise than kind ; but consider his sad condition — 
fatherless, motherless, and having for his only rela- 
tive a wretch whose atrocity is unspeakable, what 
reason has he to wish for life ? But you, you teach 
him to feel that existence has something else to offer 
;uan sorrow, and shame, and fear." 

" Alas, sir, I am nothing," returned Miss Gerard. 
" But if your friend desires a teacher to whom fear 
and shame are unknown, and whom sorrow has 
rendered wise, not sad, he will find one in my dear 
father. Oh, Mr. Meredith, if you knew him as I 
know him, how tender he is as well as strong, you 
would go straight to him! What I have of help 
within me, if I have anything, is derived from him 
alone." 

" There are some maladies," said I, " against which 
not the most skilful physician can avail without a 
gentle nurse to smooth the pillow. I am sure I need 
say no more, except to assure you that whatever kind 
offices you may bestow upon Marmaduke Heath, will 
not be wasted upon an unworthy object. He is most 
honourable, generous, warm-hearted — — " 

"And very fortunate," interrupted Miss Gerard 
cordially, "in having a friend to be thus enthusiastic 
fo" him in his absence!" 
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Her eyes sparkled with pleasure ; and she held out 
her hand frankly as she spoke. I took it, and pressed 
it for an instant. A shock of joy passed through 
my frame ; my whole being trembled with ecstasy. 
Passion took me by storm, and for one glorious 
moment held the very citadel of my soul ; but it was 
for the last time — -believe me, Marmaduke, the last 
time in all my life. Fifty years have come and gone, 
with their full share of pleasure and pain, but have 
never brought a moment of bliss like that, nor such 
icy despair as the thought of thee, my friend, caused 
to succeed it ! 

I write not in self-praise. I was not so mad as to 
suppose that Lucy Gerard would have ever stooped 
to love Peter Meredith when once she had known 
Marmaduke Heath. If he had so endeared himself to 
me, a selfish boy, who knew not half his gifts, or, at 
least knew not how to value them — -that I thus rudely 
broke my own brief love-dream for his sake, would he 
not draw her towards him, laden with all her wealth 
of heart and brain, as the moon draws the wave! It 
was so afterwards ; but I knew it then, as though it 
had already been. Yet, Marmaduke — -yet I gave you 
something — for it was all I had — when I laid at your 
feet, to form a stepping-stone for you, my own heart. 

You trod upon it, my dear and faithful friend . 

Bur, thank Heaven ! you never knew that you did so. 

I wonder whether Lucy ever knew ? 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE COUNXIL OF WAR. 

On the second morning after our arrival at tho 
Dovecot, Mr. Long called me into the dining-room, 
where I found Mr. Gerard and another gentleman, 
"who had come down by the night-mail, as I under- 
stood, from London. Although, I should think, not 
less than sixty-six years of age, he was dressed in 
the height of the then prevailing mode. He wore 
a snuff-coloured coat, the tails of which trailed 
from his chair upon the ground, whenever he was 
so fortunato as not to be sitting upon them ; the 
brass buttons at his back were nearly as large as 
the handles of an ordinary chest of drawers. A 
bunch of seals, each about the size of that peculiar 
to the Lord High Chancellor of Great Britain, 
dangled from his fob. His pantaloons, which 
seemed to have shrunk in the washing, set off a 
pair of legs that were still not uncomely; but what 
was most remarkable in his costume was an enor- 
mous muslin cravat, which, in combination with the 
ruffles of his shirt, gave him the aspect of a pouting 
pigeon. Unaccustomed as I then was to the toilet of 
persons of distinction, Mr. Clint of Russell Square 
— for he it was — made a very strong impression upon 
me. As the family lawyer of the Heaths, and one 
who had always greatly interested himself in Marma- 
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duke, he had been sent for by my tutor to give bis 
opinion as to what steps should be taken respecting 
the future disposal of the poor lad. I guessed by 
his grave face that he had been put in possession, 
not only of all that had happened through the agency 
of Sir Massingberd, but of all that had been designed 
to happen. 

" If you have any doubt still remaining, Mr. Clint, 
as to the propriety of removing Marmaduke Heath 
from the custody of his uncle," observed my tutor, 
after introducing me to this venerable beau, " I think 
this gentleman can dissipate it. Now, Peter, tell us 
in confidence, what sort of footing do you consider 
your young friend and Sir Massingberd to stand upon 
— are they good " 

" Stop, stop, Mr. Long," interrupted the lawyer, 
taking an enormous pinch of snuff from a silver 
box, and holding up his laden fingers in a prohibi- 
tory manner; "we must not have any leading 
questions, if you please. Mr. Meredith, it is most 
important that you state to us the truth, without 
mitigation or exaggeration. You heard your tutor's 
first inquiry, which was a most correct one. How 
does Mr. Marmaduke Heath stand with respect to 
his uncle?" 

" Well, sir," said I quietly, " he stands, as it were, 
upon the brink of a deep river, with his back towards 
a person who is bent upon pushing him in." 

A total silence ensued upon this remark. Mr. 
Long and Mr. Gerard interchanged very meaning 
glances. 

"Very good," returned the lawyer coolly, adminis- 
tering half the snuff to his nose, and dropping the 

i 2 
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other half among his shirt-ruffles. "That is a form 
of speech, I suppose, by which you would imply that 
Marmaduke is afraid of his uncle?" 

"Very much," said I: "afraid of his life." 

" And you have had no previous conversation upon 
this subject with either of these gentlemen — that is 
— you must forgive me if I press this somewhat hardly 
—they have never asked your opinion on the matter 
before?" 

" Certainly not, sir." 

" You are speaking, too, I conclude, from your own 
observation of course, from your own knowledge of 
Mr. Marmaduke Heath's sentiments and position, and 
not from any hearsay rumour?" 

" I am perfectly convinced, Mr. Clint," returned I 
gravely, " that Sir Massiugberd Heath wishes to get 
rid of his nephew, and that Marmaduke knows it." 

"Then Sir Massiugberd shall be gratified," observed 
Mr. Gerard with energy; "he shall get rid of him 
from this day." 

" Stop, stop, my dear sir," interposed the lawyer. 
" Even supposing that all this is true, both the facts 
that I have received from you and Mr. Long, and the 
surmises entertained by this young gentleman, we are 
still only at the threshold of the matter. From the 
manner in which Sir Massiugberd expressed himself 
when he wrote to me to demand the custody of the 
boy, and from his whole conduct since, I am certain 
that he will not give up his position as guardian 
without a severe struggle. We must steadily look 
our difficulties in the face. Supposing — having 
been assured of Marmadnke's convalescence — he 
should send a post-chaise over here next week, or 
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the week after, with a note, insisting upon his 
immediate return to Fairburn Park, Avhat is to be clone 
then?" 

" I should send the post-chaise back again," returned 
Mr. Gerard calmly, " with the verbal reply, that Mr. 
Marmaduke was not coming." 

"But suppose he wrote to Marmaduke himself?" 

" The reply would come from me all the same, Mr. 
Clint." 

" But if Sir Massingberd appeals to the law?" 

" He dare not!" exclaimed my host; " his audacity, 
great as it is, stops short of that. If he did, as sure 
as the sun is shining, I would meet him with the 
charge of attempted murder." 

Mr. Clint took out of his other coat-tail a second 
snuff-box, which he never made use of except in cases 
of great emergency. " You are prepared to go that 
length, are you?" 

"I am, sir," returned Mr. Gerard firmly. 

" You have not a shadow of foundation for such an 
assertion," pursued Mr. Clint reflectively. " The 
slander will be pronounced malicious; you will bo 
cast in swinging damages." 

" That is possible," remarked my host; " but there, 
nevertheless, will be such revelations of Sir Massing- 
berd's mode of life, as may well cause the Chancellor 
to reflect whether Fairburn Hall is a fitting educa- 
tional establishment for a minor." 

"John Lord Eldon is not an ascetic " 

"I know it, sir," broke forth Mr. Gerard; "I am 
well aware that he is a heartless fellow, as dissipated, 
as dishonest, 1 and " 

1 I am at a loss to understand why good Mr. Gerard should 
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" Sir," interrupted Mr. Clint with irritation, " I will 
not listen to such mad words. You may utter them, 
of course, in your own house, but not to me. This is 
the talk of those who would subvert all authority." 

" They are not afraid to speak evil of dignities," 
murmured my tutor. 

" I do not speak evil of dignities, my dear sir, but 
only of the rogues who fill them," exclaimed Mr. 
Gerard, laughing. "However, I beg your pardon, 
gentlemen; the remark escaped me quite involuntarily. 
You must be aware, however, Mr. Clint, that my Lord 
Eldon is not absolutely an ascetic." 

" I was about to say, sir," observed the old lawyer 
stiffly, " that his lordship is not so tenderly alive to 
the necessity of moral training as some of his friends 
would wish, and he has a strong respect for natural 
authority. He might lean, therefore, towards Sir 
Massingberd's view of the question — with whom, 
indeed, he is personally not unacquainted — and might 
be induced somewhat to palliate his way of life." 

" Sadder than orphans, yet not fatherless, are those 
in Eldon's keeping," murmured Mr. Gerard. " Still," 
continued he, in a louder tone, "the charge of 
attempted murder, Mr. Clint, would have this effect, 
tiiat even if Marmaduke were re-consigned to his 
uncle's care — which Heaven forbid — the eyes of the 
world would be upon Sir Massingberd, and he would 
not venture to work him a mischief. In the mean- 
time, it rests with us to take good care that he has 
not the chance of doing so." 

have thus expressed himself concerning Lord Eldon, unless it; 
were that Shelley's case may have just been decided about that 
time. 
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"And now," resumed Mr. Clint, after a pause, 
" supposing that all is arranged thus far to repel Sir 
Massingberd's claims, there is another matter to be 
considered. It would take long to explain the details 
of the case, but you must understand that the Heath 
property is very peculiarly situated. Sir Massing, 
berd, who is in the enjoyment of it for life, cannot 
raise a shilling upon it ; while Marmaduke does not 
possess a shilling, although the prospective heir of such 
vast wealth. They would be, in short, at present a couple 
of beggars — such is the naked fact — but for a certain 
arrangement of my own, with which nobody else had 
anything to do. A small annual sum is paid to Sir 
Massingberd for the maintenance of his nephew, and 
another, solely on the latter's behalf, for that of the 
estate. It is a most beautifully intricate affair from 
first to last," pursued the lawyer with unction: " here 
are two relatives, who mutually support one another, 
and have yet every reason — looking at the matter in a 
rather worldly way, of course — to wish each other 
dead. Sir Massingberd eould borrow plenty of money, 
if the usurers were only confident that he had the 
power as well as the will to make away with his 
nephew. There would be even less difficulty under 
ordinary circumstances in procuring a loan for Marma- 
duke; but a delicate boy, whose uncle and guardiar 
is bent upon putting a violent end to him — you set 
that renders the security so very slight. Altogether, 
it is certainly one of the nicest cases. It is not only a 
question of responsibility; there are always plenty of 
people ready to take any amount of that at a sufficient 
premium; but who will undertake the pecuniary 
charge of the lad if he is withdrawn from hia uncle's 
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roof? Sir Massingberd, of course, will never give up 
one tittle of the allowance intrusted to l.'.m to expend, 
except upon such compulsion as we should scarcely 
venture to employ. There are three years wanting 
to the boy's majority; and even when he has arrived 
at that, and should be willing to promise ample repay- 
ment, he may die before his uncle still, who has a 
constitution of adamant, when those who have main- 
tained him may whistle for the money they have 
expended. The expression may be coarse," added 
Mr. Clint apologetically, " but I think it conveys my 
meaning." 

"I thank you, Mr. Clint," observed my tutor, after 
a little pause, " for putting this matter before us so 
bluntly and decidedly. For my part, I am far from 
being a rich man; but, on the other hand, there are 
no persons who have a better claim upon my resources 
than my dear young friend and pupil, Marmaduke 
Heath. That he will repay me, if he survive his 
uncle, I am more than assured; and if he die early, I 
shall not regret that the remainder of his young life 
has been rendered happy through my means, although 
it may have cost me a few comforts." 

I stooped down and said a few words in my tutor's 
ear. "No, Peter, no," continued he; "you are a good 
lad, and your father is doubtless gencious enough to 
comply with your wishes; but we must not resort to 
siidi a distant source in this emergency, indeed. Mr. 
Clint, do you think that a hundred and forty to a 
hundred and sixty pounds a year might be made 
sufficient to keep Marmaduke with respectability?" 

''Half your annual stipend, eh, Mr. Long, eh?" 
ejaculated the lawyer. "Bless my soul, how this 
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snuff gets in one's eyes ! Such a sum should he 
quite sufficient; I think that would be found more 
than enough. He cannot live at your Rectory, of 
course; that would be almost as bad as at the Hall; 
but there are plenty of spare rooms in my house in 
town; he has stayed there before, so that that can be 
done, we know — Marmaduke and I are old friends. — 
No, no, it will not hurt me; such a course cannot bring 
me into greater antagonism with Sir Massingberd 
than I am in already. I am always at daggers-drawn 
with him. He is for ever cutting down trees that 
don't belong to him, or selling heirlooms that are no 
more his than mine, or embroiling himself with me, 
the appointed guardian of the property, in some way 
or other. Yes, I'll take the lad, Mr. Long, come what 
will of it." 

" You will do nothing of the kind," exclaimed my 
host energetically; "you honest lawyer, and very 
worthy man; and you, you good priest — contradictions 
in terms, both of you — you shall not give away halt 
your annual stipend, or my name is not Harvey Gerard. 
I have done each of you a very grievous wrong rn 
thought, if not in word, and I hereby beg your 
pardons. It is possible, I perceive, to be a Tory, 
and yet preserve, if not a conscience, at least a 
heart." 

My tutor smiled; Mr. Clint bowed his acknowledg- 
ments. 

" With regard to Mr. Marmaduke Heath, however," 
pursued our host, " that young gentleman must be my 
especial charge. From this day until the period when 
he comes into his property, or lies in need of decent 
interment, as the case may be, he is my guest; or if 
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my house is distasteful to him, I will advance him 
whatever sums he may reasonably require for his 
maintenance elsewhere. Please to consider that that 
is settled, gentlemen." 

" Whatever we may think of the political opinions 
of Mr. Harvey Gerard," observed Mr. Clint with 
feeling, " his name has always been associated with 
acts of matchless generosity." 

"Always, always," echoed Mr. Long; then added 
reflectively: "he has paid the fines of half the rogues 
in the country, and bailed the other half who have 
been committed to prison." 

A simultaneous burst of merriment from his three 
hearers greeted this naive remark of my unconscious 
tutor. 

"I have done so upon one occasion, I confess," 
replied Mr. Gerard good-naturedly. "I became 
surety, in 1791, for the good-behaviour of a poor 
Birmingham rioter, as I thought, who turned out to 
be a government spy. However, I assure you, 
generosity has nothing to do with my present inten- 
tions with respect to young Heath. My income is 
sufficiently large to admit of my accommodating the 
poor lad with ease, even if the repayment, sooner or 
later, were not almost certain, as it really is. But, 
besides all this, I must confess that the undertaking 
affords me exceeding satisfaction. Mr. Long, you 
are, I have heard, an enthusiastic fisherman: that is 
no common pleasure which you feel when your rod is 
bowed by some enormous trout, cunning and strong, 
who may break the whole of your tackle, and get away 
after all, but who also may be landed helpless on the 
bank, a victim to your skill and patience. That is 
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exactly the sport which I promise myself with Sir 
Massingberd Heath. If he were one whit less greedy, 
less formidable, less pitiless, I should feel less hostility 
towards him; he has fortunately no redeeming point. 
I have hated Tyranny all my life, and I hate this 
man, who seems to be the very Embodiment of it. 
He makes his boast that no one has ever stood between 
himself and his wicked will. Let us see what he will 
make of Harvey Gerard." 

The speaker drew himself up proudly, but certainly 
not with unbecoming pride. His form dilated as 
he spoke, his voice grew deep without losing its dis- 
tinctness, and into his mild eyes i. sternness crept as 
when the frost congeals the lake. But for a spice of 
haughtiness, which to some might have appeared even 
arrogance, he might have stood for St. Michael in his 
contest with the foul Fiend, and have personified the 
Spirit of Good defying the Spirit of Evil. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

the GirsY CAMr. 

After not a little opposition upon the part of Mr. 
Long, who would have willingly borne his share in 
Marmaduke's expenses, it was settled that Mr. 
Gerard should be the young man's host, if he could 
only be suffered to retain him in defiance of the 
power of Sir Massingberd ; his home, however, was 
not to be the Dovecot, which was judged to be too 
much exposed, by its proximity to Fairburn, to the 
machinations of the enemy. The Gerards were to 
remove to their town residence, in Harley Street, as 
soon as their guest was fit to accompany them. At 
first, his progress was tedious, but he grew rapidly 
convalescent as soon as he Avas able to exchange his 
bed for a sofa. Never was sick man more hospitably 
treated, more graciously tended. Mr. Gerard pos- 
sessed that almost feminine gentleness of manner 
which is generally found in persons of his peculiar 
organization. His sympathy, at least as easily aroused 
as his antagonism, was now deeply enlisted in favour 
of Marmaduke for his own sake; he recognized his 
talents, and the beauty and tenderness of his mind, 
and won him from the melancholy that overhung it 
by pleasant studious talk ; while the young man's 
heart, thrilling responsive to every touch of kindness, 
turned towards him, and expanded like a flower in 
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the sun. As for Lucy, what rudest health would I 
not have exchanged for Marmaduke's languor, as he 
lay and listened to her clear sweet voice, now singing 
some cheerful hailad to enliven him, now reading 
aloud some tale so musically that itself seemed song! 
He could read to himself but little as yet, and if he 
did take up a book, his eyes refused to regard it, but 
followed the lovely girl, wherever she moved, with 
adoration. 

" This happiness is too great to last, Peter," he 
would often say; "it will all fade one day, I know, 
and leave me desolate. What man living is worthy 
to possess yon glorious creature ? I feel as though I 
hail no right even to love her. Yet, great Heaven! 
how I do love her! How unconscious she is of her 
perfect sweetness ! How she graces the meanest 
thing which she may set herself to do! Her pre- 
sence seems to breathe very life into me; I then 
forget everything but her — eveu Sir Massingberd. 
To return to him would be death, indeed — death, 
death ! " Then he Avould sink back, as if prostrated 
with the thought, and so remain despairingly 
despondent until he heard Lucy's voice, or laugh, 
or footstep. All this was bitter for me to bear. I 
was glad when Mr. Long suggested to me that he 
thought it was no longer necessary for me to 
remain with Marmaduke, and that I should return 
to Fairburn Rectory and my studies. Still, my 
heart was heavy upon that morning which was to bo 
the last I was to spend under the same roof with 
Lucy Gerard. Within the last few weeks — nay, it 
had happened in a few hours — I had Loved and I 
had Lost. If there he any to read this in whose 
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eyes these words have meaning, they will pity me. 
I do not match such grief, indeed, for a single 
instant against the sorrow a man must feel for the 
loss of the loved companion of his life — against the 
lone wretchedness of recent widowhood; hut it 
was a grievous Mow. I wished Marmaduke and 
Mr. Gerard " good-bye " without quite knowing that 
I did so. 

" Good-bye, Mr. Meredith," said Lucy, and though 
her voice was even lower and sweeter than usual, it 
wounded me like a knife. 

" Why don't you call him Peter, Lucy ? " ex- 
claimed her father, laughing. " I think it would be 
more civil, now that we are going to lose him." 

" Thank you, sir," said I gratefully ; and there- 
upon she did say, " God bless you, Peter," very, very 
kindly. 

Ever since that morning, she called me so; but 
I was Peter to all of them, you see, as well as to her. 
Then, too, I called her Lucy, and though for the first 
and last time, I shall never forget it. 

I couldna say mair, but just " Fare ye weel, Lucy ! " 
Yet that I will mind till the day that I dee. 

Then I mounted my horse — my luggage having 
already preceded me — and slowly took my way 
towards Fairburn. My lifeblood seemed to ebb with 
every step. The clang of the gate that shut me out 
from the last foot of ground belonging to the Dovecot, 
sent a shudder through me like a knell. I was on 
the very spot where Marmaduke had met with the 
accident that had been so nearly fatal. Supposing it 
had killed him ! Supposing — I thanked God that I 
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was able to thank Him from an honest heart that it 
had not done so. 

Then I felt a little better. Having ascended the 
hill, I put my horse into a sharp canter upon the 
common, and the cool air through which I swiftly- 
passed refreshed me. The hollow in which the 
encampment had been was now deserted, and only 
the round bare spot amid the green, which is the 
gipsy autograph, announced that it had ever been 
there. Some miles farther on, however, a little 
brown-legged boy, evidently of that wandering 
fraternity, suddenly emerged from a fir plantation, 
and stood before me in the road as if to beg. I was 
already feeling in my pocket for a penny, when, 
showing his white teeth in gratitude, he shook his 
head, and coming close to my stirrup, exclaimed: 
" You are the gentleman from Mr. Gerard's, sir, are 
you not ? Would you please to come and see Granny 
Rachel ? " 

In an instant, I remembered the pocket-flask, 
which I had entirely forgotten since the day in 
which it came into my possession ; for all I knew 
it was then lying yet in the drawing-room at the 
Dovecot. 

" Yes, my boy, that will I," returned I; " but I 
fear I have not brought her what she wants." 

He looked up in the bright interrogative manner 
peculiar to his tribe, so different to the stolid wonder 
of the agriculturist. 

" She wants you, sir, as I understood. This is the 
6ixth day that she has set me to watch for you by 
this roadside. Will you please to follow me ?" 

The boy started off at a pace which compelled me 
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to move too fast for further questioning; and skirting 
the plantation for a hundred yards, stopped at the 
entrance of a roadway leading through the wood. 
The coming -winter had not yet turned the broad 
green track to mud, and it ran so straight and far, 
that the pine-trees seemed to stand on either side like 
a continuous wall, wi.th nothing but the blue heaven 
for their limit. This landscape of right lines would 
have delighted a painter of the Pre-Raphaelite school, 
it looked so stiff and unnatural; but pursuing this 
track for a little distance, and then plunging over a 
ditch and bank into the plantation itself, we suddenly 
came upon a scene which would have suited Mor- 
land's pencil. A low tent, with half-naked but 
merry children crawling in and out; a she-ass and 
her foal; a handsome male Epicurean, lying on his 
back, smoking a short, well-coloured pipe, the hue of 
which precisely resembled that of his own skin; a 
young girl in scarlet mantle, and with earrings of 
great splendour, gathering fir-cones to feed the flames 
which licked around an iron pot suspended on four 
sticks, piled musket-fashion; and an old crone, sitting 
by the same, and picking the feathers from a bird, 
which, had the time of year been beyond the end of 
September, I should have certainly taken for a hen- 
pheasaut. But to suppose this, would have been to 
suppose an infraction of the Game Laws ! The 
walnut-stained children stopped their play as I 
approached, and stood in various attitudes of wonder, 
like beauteous bronzes ; the man turned over on his 
side, and opened his slumbrous eyes a hair's- breadth; 
the girl flashed one quick comprehensive glance upon 
me, and then resumed her occupation. The old 
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woman nodded familiarly without rising, and observed 
quietly: " So you are come at last, Peter Meredith. 
I trust you have brought good news of Marmaduke 
Heath." 

" He is better," said I, " much better ; and he 
knows who brought him help, and is very grateful. 
You have been expected daily at the Dovecot, where 
something more substantial than mere thanks is wait- 
ing for you. 

" Rachel Liversedge desires neither silver nor 
gold," returned the old woman ; " she has had her 
reward already, if what you say be true. It was not 
for love of the boy that I acted as I did ; he has too 
much evil blood in him to earn my liking. But I 
am glad as though he were my OAvn son that he will 
live." 

'' Carew," cried she triumphantly, " no wonder bura 
Sir Massingberd looked halo as ourselves." 

"Oh, the great man looks black does he?" 
said I. 

The old woman dropped the bird, the girl her fir- 
cones, and both stared wildly at me, as though my 
voice had come from the clouds ; the man sprang to 
his feet, and uttered a cry of wonder. 

" What ! do you speak our tongue ? " cried he. 

"Nay; you speak mine," returned I, calmly. 
" Bura is great ; and hala, which you call halo, is 
black, of course ; everybody knows that who knows 
Hindustanee." 

Then the three burst out together in a language, 
one word out of four of which seemed to be more or 
less familiar to me; as for understanding what they 
taid, of course it was simply impossible ; but no 

K 
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matter, I had established my reputation. From that 
moment I felt myself to be the honoured guest of the 
family. Would I smoke? Would I eat? Would I 
drink ? I was thirsty, and I said that 1 would gladly 
take some water — which, at a venture, I called paince. 

"Pawnee!" cried they, extravagantly delighted. 
" He talks like a true Cingari ; and only look ! is he 
not dark-skinned ! " 

The few words that my old ayah had taught me 
in India had thus procured me a hearty welcome in a 
Midshire fir-plantation. 

" Sit down by me, Peter Meredith, my son," ex- 
claimed the old woman; "and do you fetch him 
water, Mina." 

I dismounted, and did as I was bid 5 while the 
youug girl took a pitcher, and presently brought it 
filled from a running stream near by, and offered it 
to me, like another Rebecca. But her grandmother 
— for such she was — cried, " Stop! let me put some- 
thing in it ;" and produced from her pocket the self- 
same flask which she herself had given me a few 
weeks ago, and which I had thought was left behind 
at the Dovecot. 

" Why, I was blaming myself for not having 
brought you that thing back to-day," said 1 5 '•' I 
never heard of your coming to claim it." 

" Nor did I, young gentleman," returned the old 
woman proudly. " Harvey Gerard is too kind a man 
to visit when one is not in need. That was why 
I left his house that day, directly I had told what 
had befallen Marmaduke Heath : I did not wish 
him to think I waited for my reward. He returned 
me this with his own hands. He is not one of your 
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proud ones. When -\ve bad the fever here — Mina, 
darling, you remember who came to see you, and saved 
your life ?" 

"Ah, yes !" cried the girl, clasping her dark hands, 
which gleamed with tawdry rings ; "and his daughter, 
too, how I love her ! " 

There was a little pause ; I felt my ears tingle, 
my cheeks burn. I did not dare look up from the 
ground. 

" Lucy Gerard is very fair," whispered the old 
woman ; "she will make a good and loving wife ;" then 
she added roguishly, and in that gipsy tone which 
smacks so much of the race- course: "Shall I tell 
your fortune, my pretty gentleman ? " 

" No, I thank you," said I, hastily ; " I have no 
great confidence in your information as to the future. 
With respect to the past, on the other hand, you can 
doubtless satisfy me, if you will. I have a great 
curiosity to know how you became possessed of yonder 
flask with the Heath griffin." 

"Peter Meredith," returned the old woman, very 
gravely, " you have asked me to tell you a sad story, 
and one to relate which will cost me much. It is not 
our custom, however, to refuse the first request of a 
new friend. But before I begin, let me ask you a 
question in my turn. Has it never struck you why 
Sir Massingberd Heath has not long ago taken 
to himself a young wife, and begotten an heir 
for the bonny lands of Fairburn, in despite of his 
nephew ? " 

Until that moment, the idea had never crossed 
my brain ; but no sooner was it thus mooted than I 
wondered greatly at the shortsightedness of those 

x. 2 
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among whom Marmaduke's affairs had been so lately 
discussed, and in particular at that of Mr. CHnt, who, 
as a lawyer, should surely have at once foreseen such a 
contingency. " Well," said, " I confess that, for my 
part, I have never thought of it ; but there cannot 
be much danger of Sir Massingberd's becoming a 
wooer now ; why, what young woman would be won 
to such as he ? " 

" What young woman would not be won ? " re- 
plied Rachel Liversedge, grimly. " Think you that 
his white head and stony heart would weigh too 
heavy in the balance against his title and the rever- 
sion of his lands ? Remember, all that is around 
us, and all that we could see from yonder hill to the 
right hand and to the left — pasture and corn-field, 
farm and park — would fall to the offspring of her 
Avho would venture, for a few years, to be Lady 
Heath. Peter, there is one maiden in Midshire, 
known to you and me, Avho would not consent to 
do this thing, though the offer was thrice as splendid; 
but I doubt if there be more than one." 

" If that be so," said I, "Avhy does not Sir Massing- 
berd marry ? " 

" The answer to that is the story I am about to tell 
you," returned Rachel. 



CHAPTER XIV- 

WHY SIR 3IASSIN6BEBD DID NOT MARRY, 

" I suppose you have heard, Peter Meredith, young 
as you are," began the old woman, " a great deal of 
ill-speaking against us Wanderers. We not only 
kill game, but even domestic poultry, if the opportu- 
nity is given to us ; we not only steal wood, but horse- 
flesh ; and since we are so partial to carrion, it is not 
to be wondered at that we sometimes suffocate a sheep 
with a piece of his own wool, in order to get the 
carcass cheap from the farmer. Yet whatever false 
charges are current about us now, these are nothing, 
either in gravity or number, to what they were when 
I was a young girl — that is, fifty years ago. Every 
man's hand, every woman's tongue, was against us : 
magistrates committed us without testimony ; rogues 
made a trade of accusing us solely to get blood- 
money. Our name was more than a by-word, it was 
a brand ; to call a man a gipsy, was to say vagabond 
and thief in one. Under these circumstances, Mas- 
singberd Heath left his father's house yonder, and 
came to live with us as congenial company. We 
were in this very wood the day he did so. The sun 
shone as brightly as now, the streamlet ran just as 
blithe, the air was filled, as now, with the sweet- 
smelling pine. The people only are changed— ah 
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me, how changed ! — who made up that scene. There 
was my father ; he died ! ten years younger than I 
am now ; is not that strange, boy ? his brother Morris 
dead ; poor Stanley Carew, you shall hear of him 
presently ; a handsomer lad by far than his nephew 
there; my beautiful Sinnamenta, compared to little 
Mina yonder, though she is pretty enough, like a 
"jlush-rose to a mere peony, the flower of womankind. 
If there are ladies and women born into the world, 
then she was a lady. There are no such beauties 
now; no, friend, not even at the Dovecot. Let me 
see ; I have counted four : then I was there also, 
comely enough, 'twas said, but not to be spoken of for 
looks with my younger sister. 

" We were occupied pretty much as you see us 
now, for life in the Greenwood possesses but little 
variety, when Massingberd Heath strode in among 
us, with his gun upon his shoulder. We knew him 
well, but were not inclined to dislike him. He was 

dissipated, wild young fellow, but, as yet, his heart 
was thought, as the saying is, to be in the right 
place ; his popularity, however, was principally 
owing to his antagonism to his father. Sir Went- 
worth had long passed through the spendthrift stage, 
and was very close with respect to money-matters ; a 
harsh and griping landlord, and it is probable 
enough a niggard parent. His son's extravagances 
were at that time insignificant compared to what 
they afterwards became, yet the old man was for 
ever complaining. He persecuted all who were 
poor and in his power, but the gipsies especially. 
He feared for his deer, for his game, for his fences, 
and, besides, I verily believe he detested us for our iui- 



WHY SIR MASSINGBKRD DID NOT MAURY. 135 

providence. I remember he sent two of my younjj 
brothers to prison for tossing for halfpence upon a 
Sunday — he who made not even a pretence of religion 
himself, and had been used invariably to pass his day 
of rest in town at Tattersall's, betting his thousands 
on some approaching race. It is said that this 
wretched old man used to horsewhip young Massing- 
berd almost daily, until a certain occasion, when the 
latter found himself stronger than he imagined, and 
reversed the process. After that, Sir Wentworth 
confined himself to cursing his offspring whenevei 
they quarrelled. It was after some dreadful outbreak 
of passion on the part of the old man that Massing- 
berd Heath left house and home, and elected to join 
our wandering fortunes. We were very unwilling 
that this should be. It was by no means so unusual 
a proceeding then as now, for persons of good birth, 
but broken fortunes, to become gipsies, but such had 
usually their private reasons for remaining so for life. 
They were very rarely criminals, but generally social 
outlaws, for whom there could be no reconciliation at 
home, or younger sons of respectable families, with 
quite a mountain of debt upon their shoulders. These 
were regularly nationalized among us ; and if they 
conducted themselves for sufficient time in accordance 
with our regulations, they were permitted to inter- 
marry with us. 

" Now it was certain that Massingberd Heath 
sought only a temporary home ; as soon as his father 
died, or even offered terms to him, he would leave us, 
and resume his proper station. Moreover, how was 
the maintenance of discipline and obedience to the 
chief of our tribe, absolutely essential as it is, to be 
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kept up in the case of this new-comer? Even at 
that time, he "was a headstrong, wilful man, to whom 
all authority, however lawful or natural, was hateful. 
Was it to be expected that he who defied his own 
father, himself a man of iron will, would obey Morris 
Liversedge ? On the other hand, Uncle Morris 
rather liked the young fellow. He had connived at 
many a raid on his father's own preserves — to such 
a pitch had the quarrel grown between them — and 
kept our pot boiling with bird and beast. Many and 
many a time had he led the Pairburn keepers to one 
extremity of the preserves, while the slaughter was 
going on in the other. Moreover, it would be of 
great importance, could we make a friend of the man 
who would one day own all these pleasant haunts of 
ours, and who could say a good word, and a strong 
one, for the poor persecuted gipsies, when it was 
needed. Poor Morris did not know that the rebel 
but too often turns out a tyrant, when he gets his 
chance. He could not foresee Sir Massingberd Heath 
sending folks to prison, or getting them kidnapped, 
and sent across the seas, for snaring the hares that he 
held so cheaply Avhen they did not happen to belong 
to himself. If you want to find a gentleman who in 
his youth, and landless, has been a poacher whenever 
the opportunity offered, look you among the game- 
preservers on the bench of justices. This, however, 
is among the least of the basenesses of him of whom 
I speak. It is not for his bitter guardianship of bird 
and beast, or his hateful oppression of his fellow 
creatures, that my heart cries out for judgment against 
this man, that I look with eager longing for that hour 
when God shall take him into His own hand." 
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The old woman paused a moment with closed eyes, 
and muttered something that was inaudible to me, 
rocking herself at the same time to and fro. 

" Massingberd Heath became one of us, Peter 
Meredith, as far as it is possible for such a wretch to 
be so; he ate with us, and drank with us, which they 
say is a sacred hond among even savages. It was 
not so with him. He cast his evil eyes upon Sinna- 
menta, to love her after the fashion of his accursed 
race. Perhaps you may think, Peter Meredith, that 
such an occurrence should have been foreseen by her 
lather or her Uncle Morris, and, for my part, I 
always thought that it was the presence of my lovely 
sister which mainly caused this man to join our com- 
pany ; but, at all events, neither they nor I dreaded 
any ill consequences. A gipsy girl is not a light-of- 
love maiden, like those of fairer skins. Heaven, who 
gives her beauty, gives her virtue also: this is not 
denied, even by our enemies. When you call your 
sweetheart ' Gipsy,' it is in love, not in reproach. 
Massingberd Heath knew this well, and therefore it 
was he took such pains in the matter. It is true that 
Ave do not marry in church, but when we wed among 
ourselves, the marriage is not less sacred. It was a 
wedding of this sort, indissoluble by one party, but 
not by the other, which this man wished to compass. 
He did not gain his end." 

The old woman's eyes sparkled with triumph for a 
moment as she said these words, but her voice sank 
low as she continued : — 

"Peter Meredith, if you have a sister, think of her 
while I speak of mine; she cannot be more pure than 
little Sinnamenta, nor less designing. Her weakness 
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was one common to all women, but especially to those 
of our unhappy race ; she was fond of finery — fine 
clothing, jewels, shawls ; they became her ; she 
looked like any princess when attired in them. 
Stanley Carew, who loved her in all honesty, could 
give her no such costly gifts as Massiugberd Heath 
showered upon her, and, to help his end, even upon 
me. The gipsy's ragged coat looked mean and poor 
beside that of our guest. This man, too, whom you 
know but ns a scowling tyrant, with a face scarred 
with passion and excesses, was then a handsome 
youth. You smile, Peter, at the wonder of it ; it is, 
however, not less true than that the wrinkled hag to 
whom you are now listening was then a bonny girl. 
Imagine that, Peter, and you can imagine anything. 
Ah, Time, Time, surely at the end of you, there will 
be something to recompense us for all that you have 
taken away ! " 

Once more Rachel Liversedge paused as if in pain; 
then with eyes whose sight seemed to receive but 
little of what was present, but were fixed on the 
unreturnine; Past, continued as follows : — 

" Yes, Massingberd Heath was handsome enough, 
unless when enraged ; his wrath always brought the 
horseshoe out upon his forehead. 1 Ay, and he was 
agreeable enough, too. He could smile as though he 

1 I am reminded by a friendly critic of the " suspicious coin- 
cidence" of a horse-shoe on the forehead, in the ease of "Red- 
gauntlet." I never think of Sir Massingberd without thinking 
of that worthy ; and it has been a matter of doubt with me, 
whether Sir Walter Scott might not himself have seen the Squire 
of Fairburn and drawn him from the life, both as to mind and 
feature, in his famous novel. 
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had a heart, and vow as though he owned a god. By 
his devilish art he managed to ingratiate himself with 
Sinnamenta ; he caused her to treat poor Stanley ill. 
and then, pretending to take his part, got credit for 
generosity. There are many who call us gipsies a 
base people, yet this excess of meanness was quite 
now to us ; my little sister — that was what I always 
called her, because I loved her so — she believed him. 
She would have trusted to his word, and married him 
according to our rites, and been his wife and drudge 
for all her life ; but siuce this could not be without 
the consent both of her father and Morris, he had to 
ask it of them. He might as well have asked it of 
Sir Wentworth. They had got to know him well by 
close companionship, for men fathom men better thau 
women do — even gipsy women, who foretell men's 
fortunes for them — and they answered, ' No.' They 
did not believe that he had the least intention of 
being with us longer than it suited him, and they 
peremptorily refused his request. After one burst of 
passionate threats, the young man pretended to yield 
assent to their decision. Morris was inclined to 
think this acquiescence genuine ; but my father, more 
warmly interested in the matter, and therefore per- 
haps less credulous, kept on his guard. Finding out 
that Massingberd Heath had secretly made overtures 
of reconciliation to his father, and missing him one 
night from the camp, he caused Morris to strike tent 
at once; and before morning, we had put twenty 
miles between us and Fairburn. Nor was this 
effected too soon, for, as we heard long afterwards, 
the constables were searching this very wood for us 
at daybreak. 
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" Our company was bound on a long travel to 
Kirk-Yetholm, Roxburghshire, one of the few places 
in Scotland, although but one mile from the frontier 
of Northumberland, where the gipsies reside in any 
number. There we should meet with friends, and be 
safe from all molestation. It was late in the year to 
travel so far and into snch a climate, but there was 
no help for it ; and moreover, some of the Carews 
had a house there, to Avhich Stanley said we should 
be welcome, and so it turned out. I believe Sinna- 
menta would rather that we had camped out of doors, 
even in that northern clime, so disinclined was she to 
be beholden to him or his friends, after what had 
happened, although she did not dare to say so. Poor 
Stanley imagined that now we had removed from the 
neighbourhood of his rival, he might renew his suit 
with success, but the proud girl would not listen to 
him. She did not exactly pine after the man whose 
wiles she had so narrowly escaped, but her life seemed 
henceforth saddened. The domestic duties which 
had hitherto sat so lightly upon her became burden- 
some, and she set about them languidly. The whole 
of the time we remained at Kirk-Yetholm, and it was 
many, many months, she never mentioned Massing- 
berd Heath, but never ceased to think of him. It 
was fated that she was to be undeceived about that 
man too late." 



CHAPTER XV. 



THE REASON CONTINUED. 



"About a year after our departure from Fairburn, 
Sinnamenta and I had been to sell some baskets, the 
making of which was a great trade with us at that 
time, at Wooler, in Northumberland ; and on our re- 
turn from the fair that was being held there, we met 
a number of gentlemen driving home from shooting 
in the Cheviots. They went by very rapidly, yet not 
so fast but that I recognized one of their number; I 
had only to look at my little sister's cheeks, to see 
that she had recognized him also. The very next 
day came Massingberd Heath to our camp, profess- 
ing himself injured by our abrupt withdrawal from 
his society, volunteering his companionship as before, 
and reiterating his vows and promises to Sinnamenta. 
She expressed herself in such a manner, as to lead us 
almost to fear she might be induced to elope with 
him ; while he, upon his side, seemed prepared to 
sacrifice everything to obtain her. His very selfish- 
ness caused him, as it were, to forget himself; and I 
do believe, if it had been insisted upon, he would 
have had the banns published in Wooler Church, in 
the hearing of the fine friends with whom he was 
staying, and been married by the parson. However, 
he again proposed to go through the Cingari cere- 
mony, and this time Morris and m>/ father agreed to it. 



142 LOST Sin MASSINGBERD. 

Having acknowledged himself to be an adopted 
gipsy, Massingberd Heath was joined in wedlock to 
Sinnamenta Liversedge. The ordinary ceremonies 
were dispensed with by command of ]\Iorris, the 
bride and bridegroom only pledging themselves to 
one another solemnly in the presence of the assem- 
bled tribe. It was then, since he could not purchase 
suitable presents in such an out-of-the-way district, 
that I received from that man's hand this shooting- 
flask, as a remembrance of that day. Ny uncle 
commanded me to accept it (although I vehemently 
disapproved of what had been done), and I therefore 
keep it now, when every other gift of that accursed 
man has long been committed to the flames. For 
my part, I could not understand this novel pliancy 
on the part of Morris and my father; while Sinna- 
menta, as I think, implicitly believed in her lover's 
protestation, that for her sake he would all his life 
be a wanderer like ourselves. That very day, Iioav- 
ever, he took her away southward, on his road to 
London. 

"For beauty, as I have said, and for gentleness, 
there never breathed the equal of my little sister, and 
yet in six short months this Heath grew weary of her; 
like a spoiled child tired with a fragile toy, he cared 
not what became of her, so long as it vexed his eyes 
no more. It is not necessary to tell what brutal 
insult he put upon her ; enough to say that she fled 
from him in terror, as he had intended her to do, and 
returned to us, heart-stricken, woe-begone, about to 
become a mother, with nothing but wretchedness in 
the Future, and even her happy Past a dream dis- 
pelled. It was dreadful to look upon my little sister 
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and compare her to what she had been so short a timo 
before. She felt the cold after her luxurious life in 
town ; but she was far more ill at ease in mind than 
body. Above all, she sorrowed because her lover's 
desertion had left her disgraced — that she had brought 
shame upon all who belonged to her. Incited by the 
poor girl's misery, Morris and my father put into 
effect an audacious design which they had privately 
had long in hand. We were back again at Fairburn 
— all but Stanley Carew, who was away about a new 
horse for our covered cart — not camping in the plan- 
tation, as of old, for fear of Sir Wentworth, but upon 
the common hard by. On a certain morning, neither 
my father nor uncle went forth as usual, but sat at 
home smoking and watching at the opening of the 
tent. Not long after breakfast, there appeared a 
wayfarer in the distance, whose form showed gigantic 
in the summer haze. 

" ' That must be a big fellow, little sister,' said I, 
drawing her attention to it. She was sitting huddled 
up, as usual, in front of the fire ; but no sooner had 
she caught sight of the object in question, than she 
ran with a cry to her father's knee, and besought him 
to save her from Massingberd Heath. Ah, even 
then, at that last moment, if father or uncle had but 
consulted me, or let me into their plans, I should not 
have my little sister's shuddering face before me as 
now, the large eyes wild, the full lips pale with terror. 
He had beaten her, poor darling, even before the 
scene that was coming ; but she had even more 
l'eason than she knew for fear. This man came 
striding on to the entrance of the tent, and stood 
there looking at its inmates with a withering 
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scowl. ' Why don't you speak,' said lie, 'you vaga- 
bonds ! For what is it that you have dared to send 
for me ? ' 

"My father pointed towards Sinnainenta — ' Is not 
that cause enough, Massingberd Heath ? ' 

" ' No,' retorted the ruffian, coolly. ' What is she 
to me? The drab lias come to her thieving friends 
again, it seems — the more fool she ; for there was 
more than one who had a fancy for her in town, and 
would have taken her off my hands.' 

" My father's fingers mechanically sought the knife 
which lay beside his half-finished basket ; but my 
uncle Morris stood up between him and the speaker, 
and thus replied : — 

" MassiDgberd Heath, I sent for you to tell you 
something which concerns both us and you. Many 
months ago, you came to us, uninvited and unwel- 
come, and elected to be a gipsy like ourselves. This 
makes you smile very scornfully ; yet, if you did not 
mean the thing you said, you lied. However, we 
believed you. You were admitted into what, how- 
ever wretched and debased it may seem to you, was 
our home, and all we had to offer you was at your 
service. You fell in love with that poor girl yonder, 
and she did not tremble at your voice, as uow, but 
trusted to your honour. It is true, your position in 
the world was high, and hers was what you saw it 
to be. Still you wooed her, and not she you ; that is 
so, and you know it. Do not slander her, sir, lest 
presently you should be sorry for it. Again and 
again, then, you demanded her hand in marriage — 
such marriage, that is, as prevails among our people 
. — not so ceremonious, indeed, as with the rest of the 
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world, but not less binding. This we would not 
grant, because we disbelieved your protestations on 
your honour and before your God ; and disbelieved 
them, as it has turned out, with reason. Then we 
fled from you and your false solicitations to the north, 
hundreds of miles away; even thither you followed us, 
or else accidentally fell in with us ; I know not which. 
Yon renewed your offers and your oaths. We found, 
all worthless as you are, that the poor girl loved you 
still, and, yielding to your repeated importunity, we 
suffered her to become your wife.' 

" ' Wife ! ' repeated the renegade, contemptuously. 
' Do you suppose, then, that I valued your gipsy 
mummeries at a pin's head ? You might as well 
attempt to tie these wrists of mine Avith the gossamer 
from yonder furze.' 

" ' We knew that, Massingberd Heath, although 
the girl did not know it ; she trusted you, although 
your every word was false.' 

" ' She is fool enough for anything,' returned the 
other, brutally. 'But I know all this. Have you 
dared to bring me here merely to repeat so stale a 
story?' 

" ' A story with an ending that you have yet to 
learn,' pursued my uncle, sternly. ' You were wedded 
by no gipsy mummeries, as you call them ; you took 
Sinnamenta Liversedge, in the presence of many 
persons, solemnly to wife.' 

" ' Ay, and I might take her sister there, and 
marry her to-day after the same fashion, and no law 
could say me " nay." ' 

" ' Yes, here, Massingberd Heath; but not at Kirk- 
Yetholm.' 

L 
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" ' And why not? ' inquired the ruffian, with a 
mocking laugh, that had, however, something shrill 
and wavering in it. 

" ' Because Kirk-Yetholm is over the Border, and, 
by the laws of Scotland, my niece Sinuamenta is your 
wife, proud man, and nothing but death can dissever 
the bond ! ' 

"An awful silence succeeded my uncle's words. 
Massingberd Heath turned livid, and twice in vain 
essayed to speak ; he was well nigh strangled by 
passion. 

" ' I thank heaven, Rachel,' murmured my little 
sister, ' that I am not that shame to thee and to my 
race which I thought myself to be.' 

" ' You shall have but little to thank heaven for, 
girl, if this be true,' cried her husband, hoarse with 
concentrated rage; ' somebody shall pay for this.' 

" ' It is true,' quoth my father, ' and you feel it to 
be so. Nothing remains, then, but to make the best 
of it. We do not seek anything at your hands, 
nor ' 

" ' Only the right of camping undisturbed about 
Fairburn,' interposed my uncle Morris, who was 
of a grasping disposition, and had planned the whole 
matter, I fear, not without an eye to the advantage 
of his tribe. ' You wouldn't treat your wife's family 
as trespassers.' 

"'Certainly not,' returned Massingberd Heath, 
with bitterness ; ' they shall be most welcome. I 
should be extremely sorry if they were to leave my 
neighbourhood just yet. In the meantime, however, 
I want my wife— my Wife. Come along with me, 
my pretty one.' 
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" He looked like a wild beast, within springing 
distance of his prey. 

" ' Oh, father, uncle, defend me ! ' cried the miser- 
able girl. ' What have you done to bring this man's 
vengeance upon me ? ' 

" ' Ay, you are right there ! ' answered her husband, 
in a voice that froze my veins. ' That is still left for 
me — vengeance. Come along, I say; I hunger until 
it shall begin.' 

" ' Massingberd Heath,' cried I, throwing myself 
at his feet, ' for God's sake have mercy upon her ; it 
is not her fault. She knew no more than you of all 
these things. Look how ill and pale she is — you 
above all men should have pity on her wretched con- 
dition. Oh leave her with us, leave my little sister 
here, and neither she nor we will ever trouble you, 
ever come near you. It shall be just the same as 
though you had never set eyes upon us : it shall indeed ! 
Oh, you would not, could not surely be cruel to such 
n one as she.' 

"I pointed to her as she stood clinging to her 
father's arm as much for support as in appeal, so 
beautiful, so pitifid, so weak; a spectacle to move a 
heart of stone. 

" ' Could I not be cruel,' returned he, with a grating 
laugh, ' ay, to even such r. one r.,s she ? Ask her — 
ask //(■;■.' 

" There was no occasion to put the question ; you 
saw the answer in her shrinking form, her trembling 
limbs ; his every word fell upon her like a blow. 

" ' She has not yet known, however, what I can 
he to my Wife ' continued he. ' Come, my pretty 
one, come.' 

i 2 
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" ' She shall not,' cried ray father, vehemently ; ' it 
shall never be in his power to hurt her.' 

"'What! and I her husband?' exclaimed the 
other, mockingly. ' Both one until death us do part! 
Not come?' 

"'He will kill her,' murmured my father; ' her 
blood will be on my head.' 

"'Are you coming, wife?' cried Massingberd 
Heath, in a terrible voice; he stepped forward, and 
grasped her slender wrist with fingers of steel. 
Morris and my father rushed forward, but the man 
had swung her behind him, placing himself between 
her and them, and at the same instant he had taken 
from his pocket a life-preserver — he carries it to this 
day — armed with which he was a match for five such 
men. ' And now,' cried he, ' what man shall stop me 
from doing what I will with my own?' 

" ' I ! ' exclaimed a sudden voice, and with the 
word some dark mass launched itself so violently 
against the throat of Massingberd Heack that the 
giant toppled and fell ; upon his huge breast, kuiib 
in hand, knelt Stanley Carew, his eyes gloaming 
with hate, his lithe body working like a panther';. 
He was not hesitating, not he, he was only drink- 
ing in a delicious draught of revenge, before he struck. 

" ' Strike ! ' cried I, ' strike hard and quick, 
Carew ! ' But while the blade was in air, Morris 
and my father plucked him backwards, and suffered 
his iutended victim to riee, although despoiled of his 
weapou. 

"'No, Carew; that will never do,' quoth Morris. 
' We should have the whole country upon us in an 
hour, aud they would hang us all together.' 
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"'Carew is that man's name, is it?' exclaimed 
Massingberd Heath. ' I will not forget it, be sure. 
You shall all pay for this, trust me; but he, and this 
one, moie than all. Come away, wife, come away.' 

"'Yes, she must go, Carew,' interposed my uncle, 
checking a furious movement of the young man's. 
' He knows all now, and has a right to what he 
demands.' 

"'Ay, but if he lays one finger upon her,' cried 
the passionate gipsy, ' if he dares to harm her even 
by a word, and I hear of it, as sure as I see the sun 
this day, I will know what is the colour of his life- 
blood. You may take her away across the seas, but 
I will follow you; you may surround yourself with 
precautions, but I will come at you; you may go day 
and night in mail, but this knife shall find your heart 
out.' 

" Massingberd Heath nodded contemptuously, 
without speaking; and striding from the tent, signed 
to Sinuamenta to follow him, which she did, moaning 
and weeping, and casting backward, ever and anon, 
pitiful glances upon the home and friends she had 
exchanged for such an evil lot. I never saw my 
little sister more." 

As if the remembrance of this sad scene had utterly 
overcome her, Rachel Liversedge hid her face in her 
hands, and wept until the tears welled through her 
tanned and shrivelled fingers. 

" I am indeed distressed," said I, " to have caused 
you so much pain. I will not make you sad by telling 
me more." 

" Nay, my boy, since I have begun it, let me finish 
with it; I shall think of it all the same, and it is better 
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to speak than think. That very night Stanley Carew 
was arrested upon the charge of stealing the horse 
-which he had bought in open market, and ridden 
home just in time to play the part I have described. 
In the days I spc.k of, forty pound was given as a 
reward to those who gave such evidence as produced 
a capital conviction, and many a gipsy perished 
innocently in consequence of that wicked ordinance. 
It is possible that this accusation was made by one of 
those who made a practice of earning blood-money; 
but I am positively certain the false witness was set 
on by Massingberd Heath, even if that man did not 
originate the charge. It was pressed against poor 
Carew very harshly ; and although the farmer of 
whom he bought the animal came honestly forward, 
and swore to its being the same which he had sold 
the prisoner, his evidence was rejected on account of 
some slight mistake in the description. You must 
have heard tell of that awful execution long ago at 
Crittenden jail, when the wretched victim to perjury 
and revenge uttered these terrible words: ' O God, if 
thou dost not deliver me, I will not believe there is a 
God.' That unhappy man was Stanley Carew. My 
father and uncle were pitilessly persecuted and im- 
prisoned, and died before their time. These wrists 
have worn fetters, this back has suffered stripes ; nor 
did the veDgeance of our enemy cease even with one 
generation. One of my boys is beyond seas, and 
auother within stone walls; yet I know that the hate 
of Sir Massingberd Heath is not yet slaked." 

" But what became of your little sister, poor 
Sinnamenta? " 

•'•' I know not what she suffered immediately after 
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she was 'taken from us; Heaven only knows: her 
husband carried her a great way off out of our ken. 
But this I have heard, that when he told her of the 
death of Stanley Carew she fell down like one dead, 
and presently being delivered of a son, the infant 
died after a few hours; the mother lived — a maniac. 
Yes, Massingberd Heath, you did not kill my little 
sister, after all; yonder she lives, but recks not 
whether you are kind or cruel; she drinks no more 
the bitter cup of love's betrayal." 

" She is surely not at Fairburn," asked I, " is 
she? " 

" What else should keep us here, boy, to be 
harried by keepers, to be vexed by constables and 
justices ? What else should keep me here in a 
place that tortures me with memories of my youth, 
and of loving faces that have crumbled into dust ? 
What else but the hope of one day seeing my little 
sister yet, and the vengeance of Heaven upon him 
who has worked her ruin ! " The old woman rose 
up as she spoke, and looked menacingly towards 
Fairburn Hall. " I could almost exclaim Avith poor 
Carew," cried she, " that if Massingberd Heath 
escape some awful end, there is no Avenger on high. 
I am old, but I shall see it, yes, I shall see it before 
I die." 

If there had been more to tell, which fortunately 
there was not, I do not think Rachel Liversedge 
could have spoken further ; her emotion, far more 
than her exertions, had reduced her strength so far, 
that though she uttered the last words energetically 
enough, I had had for some time a difficulty in hearing 
what she said. 
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"I thank you for listening to the tediousness of 
an ancient dame so long," murmured she: "if you 
were not a good boy, and half a gipsy, you would 
never have been so patient. I have told you all this 
to put you on your guard: it is no secret, but still 
you may not have heard it. Distrust, despise, detest 
Massingberd Heath ; and warn his nephew, if you 
be his friend, not to venture again within his uncle's 
reach." 

" I will, I will," cried I ; " and I thank you in his 
name." I held out my hand, and she turned it over 
in her own. 

"An honest palm," quoth she, "without a stain. 
There is one unlucky cross about it, Peter, that is all. 
You must not fret for that." 

I mounted my horse amid cordial "good-byes" 
from the gipsies, who had been pursuing their usual 
avocations during the above recital, as though nothing 
was more common than that the head of the family 
should have a secret of two hours long to communi- 
cate to a strange young gentleman ; and throwing a 
shilling to the boy who had shown me the way, I 
took my leave. 

It was not till I left the plantation far behind me, 
and had ridden at speed for some distance on the 
open road, that I was able to shake off the sombre 
feelings that oppressed me, and to meet Mrs. 
Myrtle's welcome to the Rectory with an answering 
smile. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

I DO SIR MASSINGBERD A LITTLE FAVOUR. 

Upon my return to Fairburn, I became the object of 
immense curiosity and attraction. I was stared at 
in the rector's pew at church, and, in my solitary 
rides, whithersoever I went, as the repository of the 
great secret of the disruption between Sir Massing- 
berd and his nephew. It was even whispered that I 
was the prime mover of the young man's rebellion, 
and had planned the very manner of his escape upon 
Panther, including the accident. At all events, I 
knew all that had happened, which nobody else 
knew, except my tutor himself. Now Mr. Long was 
as close as wax. Many an invitation had Mrs. 
Myrtle obtained of late to take a dish of tea upon 
grounds which her hosts had since stigmatized as 
false pretences. As the housekeeper and confidential 
servant of the rector, she had been asked by Mrs. 
Arabel of the Grange Farm to take evening refresh- 
ment with her in a friendly way; also by Mrs. 
Remnants, who kept that extensive emporium in the 
village which supplied snuff to the aged of both 
sexes (though not gratuitously), becoming cambrics 
to the young, and lollipops to those who had not yet 
reached that period of life wherein outward adorn- 
ment is preferred to inward gratification ; also by 
the exciseman 's wife; nay, there was not anybody's 
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wife in Fairburn, having the wherewithal to make a 
tea-table alluring, and being in a sufficiently high 
position in life to venture upon the step, who did not 
invite Mrs. Myrtle to visit her, and proceed to treat 
her like a refractory pump ; they poured a little down, 
in hopes to be more than remunerated for the outlay. 
But alas ! although the dear good lady was willing 
enough, being indeed a gossip born, she had nothing 
to tell them. She was not equal to the task of inven- 
tion, and of facts, even to trade upon in tea and toast, 
she had absolutely none. 

Conceive, then, how every face was turned inter- 
rogatively towards Master Meredith — no, Mr. Mere- 
dith, now that the object of everybody was to please 
him. How the dames dropped courtesies, and hoped 
my honour was well ; and my honour's friend too, 
Mr. Marmaduke, he was well too, they trusted- 
Heaven bless him ; and he was staying away from 
Fairburn a good bit, was he not? and how did his 
uncle like that, Avho had alwa) s kept him at home 
so strict? — and was it true that he was residing with 
Mr. Harvey Gerard? well, dear me, aud how odd 
that was ; an atheist and a democrat, people did 
say ; but there, there were some again as spoke wel) 
of him. 

Sedate Mr. Arabel, set on, without doubt, by his 
inquisitive lady, even waylaid me in a narrow lane 
and insisted upon my looking in at the farm, aud 
partaking of casual hospitality. " Ye'll just have 
three drars and a spet," said he (meaning by that 
form of expression a few whiffs of a pipe), " and take 
a glass of ale;" and when I declined the first offer 
upon the ground of not being a smoker, and the 
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second on the plea that it was only eleven o'clock a.m., 
and consequently rather early for ale, he confessed 
that his missus was a-waitiug for me with a bottle of 
cowslip wine, and a seed-cake of her own making. 
It was rather difficult to escape from hospitable snares 
of this kind, but I revealed as little as possible with- 
out giving absolute offence. On the other hand, I 
received some information, the details of which had 
not been confided to me by Mr. Long. 

" Well, sir," remarked Mrs. Arabel, after I had 
told her all I meant to tell, which was not much, 
"and it's no wonder as Mr. Marmaduke should have 
run away, I'm sure." 

"My good lady," observed I, "pray be particular; 
I never said he ran away; I said his horse ran 
away." 

" Yes, of course, sir," responded the mistress of 
the Grange, winking in a manner that made me quite 
uncomfortable ; " you are very right to say that, Mr. 
Meredith, very right. But Sir Massingberd's opinion 
is, that it was all planned from first to last, only he 
says you nearly overdid it." 

"Ah, indeed," said I, "how was that?" 

"Well, it seems Sir Massinyberd was quite de- 
ceived about that horse he bought for his nephew; 
instead of being quiet, and fit for the lad, it was 
a perfect demon ; and it was sheer madness of you 
young gentlemen to go racing in order to make it 
run away; then to arrange with Mr. Gerard all 
beforehand ; well, I must say, I shouldn't havo 
thought that either of you would have had the 
depth." 

"Thank you, Mrs. Arabel," said I, laughing; 
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" I am sorry you entertain so low an idea of our 
intelligence." 

" Well, sir," returned the farmer's wife, with an 
air of excessive candour, my husband, you see, ho 
often has said to me, says he, ' That young squire 
Marmaduke, I'm darned if he ain't little better than 
a fool ; he don't know what shot to use for rabbits, 
that he don't ; I never saw his equal for ignorance. 
And as for that lad from the Ingies — that was you, 
you know, sir — well, of all the young fellows turned 
of seventeen as I ever saw, he's the' " 

Here Mrs. Arabel crimsoned, and stopped short, as 
if she had been very nearly betrayed into saying 
something which was not entirely complimentary. 

" Pray, go on, my dear madam," said I ; " ' of all 
the young fellows turned of seventeen whom he had 
ever seen, I was the ' " 

" Well, sir, he'd just the same opinion of you as he 
had of Master Marmaduke ; but, for my part, I 
always said, that although you might neither on you 
know so much as you ought to, and though you might 
seem, as it were " 

" Ay, you always stood our friend, and said wo 
were not such fools as we looked ; did you ?" 

"Just so," replied Mrs. Arabel, simply; "and so 
you see it has turned out. If Mr. Marmaduke can 
only live elsewhere till something happens to Sir 
Massingberd — although, indeed, he looks as if nothing 
ever could hurt him — his life will doubtless be much 
pleasanter than at the Hall ; it is no place for a 
young gentleman like him, surely, although, indeed, 
things are better there than they were. The dark- 
eyed foreigneering-looking young person, although, 
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indeed, she was old encugh to know better ; well, 
she's gone." 

" So I have heard," said I, drily. 

"Yes, she went away in a whirlwind, she did," 
continued Mrs. Arabel, reflectively. 

" Dear me," replied I, " I never heard that." 

"Ah, indeed, I daresay not ; why, you see, Mr. 
Long was a little mixed up in it. Perhaps he 
thought it better not to tell you. Take another 
glas3 of cowslip wine, sir ; it has been more than 
ten years in bottle ; and the cake is as good a cake 
as you will put teeth into in all Midshire, though I 
say it as shouldn't say it. Well, the thing hap- 
pened in this way, you see. The foreigneering female, 
she used to throw things at folks ; dishes, plates, 
whatever came first to hand, whenever she was 
in her tantrums. Mr. Gilmore he had his head 
opened with a slop-basin, so that you could lay your 
finger in it ; and Oliver Bradford, I believe she fired 
a gun at him, charged with swan shot. However, 
at times, she was quite otherwise, crying and sub- 
missive as a child. They said it was Religion up at 
the Hall ; but they knows nothing about that ; how 
should they ? It was hysterics, I daresay, and serve 
her right too. Well, who should come here, the 
very Sunday after Mr. Marmaduke had run away, 
and when Sir Massingberd was like a wild man 
with rage, and couldn't speak without blaspheming, 
but one of them Methodee preachers as sometimes 
hold forth upon our common. Now the foreigneering 
female was a-walking in the park shrubbery, with 
one of her hysterical fits upon her, I suppose, aud 
what does she hear through the palings but words 



loS LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 

as I suppose the poor creature never listened to 
before ; and presently out she comes upon the com- 
mon, and stands up among all the people, with her 
great eyes swollen with weeping, and her painted 
cheeks — and I always said they were painted — daubed 
and smeared with tears. Carter John, who is very 
much given to that sort of worship, he was there ; 
and he told me she looked for all the world like the 
woman in the great picture over the communion- 
table in Crittenden Church, who is wiping the feet 
of our Lord with her hair. 

" Then the preacher, he bade her repent while 
there was yet time, and fear nothing but only God. 
But Sir Massingberd, he came out, and dragged her 
in from the very preacher's hand, and presently back 
again he comes with a horse-whip, and swears there 
shall be no Methodees in his parish, and if he caught 
the hypocritical ranter — as he called him — within 
hearing again, he'd split his ears. Now, I don't go 
with him there," pursued Mrs. Arabel, gravely. " It 
isn't for us, Mr. Meredith, to say as nobody can't 
pick up good, unless it's in church; and least of all 
should such tilings be said by Sir Massingberd, who 
lets that beautiful family pew get damp and mouldy, 
with the fireplace always empty all the winter long, 
and never puts his nose into it from year's end to 
year's end. However, what does the foreigneering 
female do, but declare she Avould starve herself to 
death, before she Avould eat the bread of unrighteous- 
ness any longer ; and not one moi'sel of food would 
she take, though they locked her up, and tried to 
tempt her with her most favourite dishes. So Sir 
Massingberd, being at his wits' end, came over to tho 
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parson, and begged him to come and persuade the 
woman to be reasonable, and take some refreshment ; 
and Mr. Long — he at first declined to interfere in 
such a matter at all, but presently thinking the poor 
creature might be really penitent, although it came 
about through a Methodee, and hoping to do her 
some good, although not in the way Sir Massingberd 
intended, he accompanied him to the Hall ; and what 
do you think ? Why, they found the poor woman 
was in such earnest, that she had cut off the whole 
of her beautiful black hair, and there it lay on the 
carpet, like so much rubbish. So the Squire he 
swore that he didn't care now whether she starved 
or not, and turned her out of the house, as I said at 
first, in a whirlwind. She was very faint and weak ; 
and Mr. Long, who would never exchange a syllable 
with her before, made Mrs. Myrtle give her a good 
meal, and gave her some good words himself, and 
sent her away to her friends — for it seems she had 
some friends, poor wretch ; and this has made Sir 
Massingberd wilder than ever against the rector, 
whom he had already accused of aiding and abetting 
young Mr. Marmaduke in his running away ; so that 
altogether the Squire is ready to make an end of 
everybody." 

This last statement, although a little highly 
coloured, as Mrs. Arabel's descriptions usually were, 
was really not far from the truth. It did almost 
seem as if the baronet was so transported with pas- 
siou as to bo capable of any enormity "What the 
law permitted him to do in the way of oppression, 
that, of course, ho practised to the uttermost; his 
morality, never very diffuse, had conceutrated itself 



160 LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 

upon one position — the defence of the game and tres« 
pass laws. His keepers were exhorted to increased 
vigilance; the worst characters in the parish were 
constituted his spies. Every night, it was now the 
custom of their lord and master to go the rounds in 
his own preserves, and visit the outposts, to see that 
the sentinels did their duty. He employed no Warn- 
ings or Trespass Boards in Fairburn Park; his object 
was not to deter, but to catch the contemners of the 
sacred rights of property in the very act. The pur- 
suit of his life had become man-hunting. T write 
that word without any reference to Marmaduke 
Heath, for, indeed, at that time I thought that Sir 
Massingberd had given up all hope of recovering 
possession of his nephew. A considerable period had 
now elapsed since the young man's convalescence, 
and yet the baronet had taken no steps to compel his 
return. He had written, indeed, to Marmaduke a 
letter of anything but a conciliatory character, and 
calculated to re-arouse the lad's most morbid fears ; 
but Mr. Harvey Gerard had intercepted the despatch, 
and returned it with an answer of his own compo- 
sition. He had stated briefly the results of the late 
conference at the Dovecot respecting his young 
guest; he had reiterated his intention of bringing, in 
a court of justice, the gravest charges against the 
baronet, in case of any legal molesfationfrom him; and 
he had finished with a personal recommendation to that 
gentleman to rest satisfied with the enjoyment of the 
allowance that was supposed to go to the maintenance 
of his nephew. Epistolary communication by hand was 
rendered impracticable, on the part of the baronet, by 
the removal of the Dovecot household to town. 
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This was a bitter blow to the lord of Fairburn; he 
knew so well the abject fear which he had inspired 
in my unhappy friend, that, notwithstanding all that 
had come and gone, yet he did not doubt that a few 
words in his own handwriting would bring the 
truant back, however loath. We are living now in 
such quiet times, and under the protection of such 
equal laws, that I am aware my younger readers will 
have a difficulty in conceiving how one human being, 
however powerful, could be held in such terror by 
others. I was aware, from the first, that the present 
universal security would give my narrative an air of 
improbability, and I fear that this must increase as it 
proceeds. I have only to say, that at the period of 
which I write, there was no poor man in Fairburn 
parish, however honest, however prudent, who might 
not have been lodged in jail at the instance of his 
squire, and would have found it difficult to clear 
himself; or who might not, on a hint from the same 
quarter, have been pressed, if he did but give the 
opportunity, on board a man-of-war. I am likewise 
certain that had Sir Massingberd ventured upon such 
a step, he might have recovered possession of his 
nephew, or at least withdrawn him from his protector, 
by the strong hand of the law, upon the ground of 
Mr. Gerard's professing revolutionary principles. In 
these days of Palmerston and Derby, of Tweedledum 
and Tweedledee, it is impossible for those who are 
not old enough to have witnessed it, to imagine the 
rancour of political part'es half a century ago, or the 
despotism and flagrant "njustice that were sanctioned 
under the convenient n me of Order. 

For the haushty baronet to be thus cut off from 
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all intercourse with his victim, was to be foiled in- 
deed. At first, he stung himself well-nigh to frenzy, 
like a scorpion within its circle of flame; but after a 
time the white heat of his wrath began apparently to 
abate. He seemed to have made up his mind to sit 
down quietly under his defeat, and to content him- 
self with tyrannizing over those who were yet in his 
power. This comparatively peaceful state of things 
was looked upon by Mr. Long and myself at first 
with suspicion, but at last with real satisfaction. 
When Sir Massingberd sent over five pine-apples and 
some splendid grapes to the Rectory with his compli- 
ments (for the first time within twenty years), we 
shook our heads, and my tutor addressed the messen- 
ger of his bounty in these words : " Tell your master 
I am exceedingly obliged to him for his kindness. 
' Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes.' " 

" Would you be so good as to write that down, 
sir?" said the man. 

"You may give him the message without the 
tail," replied the rector, a little discomfited at his 
own indiscretion, but congratulating himself very 
much that he had expressed his thoughts so clas- 
sically. 

But when pine-apples and grapes became common 
presents from the Hall, we began really to think that 
the stubborn old baronet had come to the conclusion 
that it was as pleasant to be on good terms with his 
neighbour as not, and that he was genuinely bent on 
reconciliation. A soft answer is said to be efficacious 
to this end, but it is nothing compared to hothouse 
dainties out of season ; and notwithstanding all I 
knew, and all I suspected, I bcgau to regard Sir 
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Massingberd Heath, not indeed with less contempt 
and dislike, but with less positive loathing, and cer- 
tainly with less fear. T had not set foot upon his 
property since Marmaduke's departure, and the baro- 
net took occasion to stop me as I rode by his gate one 
day, and remonstrate upon the incivility of such a 
course of conduct. 

" It can do me no damage, young gentleman, that 
you should take your pleasure in my park, more 
especially as you are not a sportsman, who would 
covet my hares and pheasants; and I cannot but 
think that your omission to do so is a proof of ill- 
feeling towards me, which I am not conscious of 
having deserved at your hands." 

He spoke stiffly, and without condescension, as a 
man might speak to an equal, between himself and 
whom a misunderstanding existed unexplained, but 
capable of explanation, and, foolish boy as I was, I 
felt flattered by his behaviour. 

If the least notion of making myself out to be a 
hero had existed in my brain when I began to write 
these Recollections, it has been dissipated long ago. 
I have been quite as much surprised during this re- 
cital as any of my readers have been, at the contem- 
plation of my own meannesses; if I had known how 
many and how serious they were to be, perhaps I 
should have hesitated to recall them; but I com- 
menced with as strong a determination, nothing to 
extenuate with respect to myself, as to set nothing 
down in malice with respect to others; and thus I 
shall proceed to the end. 

While, then, matters were on this less antagonistic 
footing, and when Marmaduke had been away about 

m 2 
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a year, business happened to take Mr. Long from 
Fail-burn, and I was left a day and a night my own 
master. He had not been gone an hour when Mrs. 
Myrtle came into the study, where I was employed 
at my books, with a letter in her hand ; she looked 
quite pale and frightened, as she said, " Lor' ! 
Mr. Peter, if this note ain't from Sir Massingberd 
hisself for you. I feels all of a tremble, so as you 
might knock me down with a peacock's feather." 

" Well," said I, forcing a laugh, " but I am not 
going to use any such weapon, Mrs. Myrtle. What 
on earth is there to be afraid of in the Squire's hand- 
writing ? It can't bite." But I felt in a cold per- 
spiration nevertheless, and my fingers trembled as 
they undid the missive. It was a polite invitation 
to dine with the baronet that evening. 

" You are not going, sir, I do hope ! " exclaimed 
the housekeeper, eagerly, as soon as I had acquainted 
her with the contents of the note. " Why, such a 
thing hasn't happened for this quarter of a century. 
He'll poison you, as sure as my name's Martha Myrtle. 
I never saw you and master eating his pine-apples 
without a shudder ; the rector icas uncommon ill after 
one of them, one day." 

"Yes, Mrs. Myrtle," said I, quietly, "and I have 
suffered also from the same cause myself; but I 
don't think the Squire was to blame." 

"But you ain't a-going, sir; I am sure as master 
wouldn't like it. Oh, pray, say you ain't a-going." 

" Well, then, I won't go, Mrs. Myrtle. The fact 
is, I feel one of my colds coming on ; they generally 
begin with a lump in my throat ; so I shall write to 
excuse myself." 
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I really had a lump in my throat ; my heart had 
jumped up and stopped there at the mere notion of a 
tete-a-tete with Sir Massingberd, diversified — no, in- 
tensified — by the presence of Grimjaw. I wouldn't 
have gone through it for a thousand pounds ; so I 
wrote to decline the honour upon the ground of in- 
disposition. I was compelled to keep the house, I 
said, for the entire day. Half an hour afterwards, 
another letter arrived from the Hall. Since Sir 
Massingberd might not enjoy the pleasure of my 
company at dinner, would I permit him to come over 
to the Rectory that morning, and have a few words 
of conversation with me upon a matter deeply in- 
teresting to both of us ? There was no getting out of 
this. If I had gone to bed, on plea of illness, I felt 
that even that course would have been no protection 
to me. Sir Massingberd would have forced a dying 
man to play with him at piteh-and-toss, if so inoppor- 
tune a game had happened to take his fancy. On the 
other hand, Mrs. Myrtle's suggestion that I should 
mount my horse, and ride away after Mr. Long, was 
really too pusillanimous a proceeding; I therefore 
wrote back to the baronet a polite falsehood, to the 
effect that I should be very happy to see him ; and 
in a very few minutes afterwards, I was face to face 
with Marmaduke's foe. 

He came in unushered — Mis. Myrtle not being 
equal to such an occasion — filling the doorway with 
his gigantic form, and well-nigh touching the ceiling 
of the low-roofed room with his head. 

" I am sorry to intrude upon an invalid," said he, 
"but what I had to say was of a private nature, and I 
was not sure of finding you alone at any other time." 
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I bowed, and begged my visitor to be seated. 

"It is something," thought I, "that this man ig 
civil at least." For there is this great advantage in 
being habitually insolent and overbearing, that when 
one does condescend to behave decently, people appre- 
ciate one's good manners very much. 

" I have called upon you," continued the baronet, 
" with respect to my nephew and your friend, Mar- 
maduke Heath. It is idle to deny that he and I have 
not been to one another what our mutual relationship 
should have led us to be. I am naturally a hard man; 
losses and poverty have doubtless rendered me more 
morose. Marmaduke, on the other hand, is of an 
over-sensitive and morbid nature. We did not get on 
together at all well. There were faults on both sides; 
it was six of one, and " 

I shook my head. 

" Very well, then," resumed Sir Massingberd, 
with candour, "let us say that it was I who was in 
the wrong. I have not the patience and gentleness 
requisite for dealing with a character like him ; my 
temper is arbitrary ; I have behaved with but little 
courtesy eA _ en to yourself. You are polite enough to 
contradict me, but nevertheless it is true. For that 
however, reparation can be made. I wish that I could 
as easily make atonement in the other quarter. This, 
however, I feel is utterly impossible. Things have 
gone too far. I make no complaint of my nephew's 
having been encouraged in his rebellious course by 
one whose duty it was, on the contrary, to reconcile 
us. I wish to say nothing that could only lead to 
fruitless discussion, and perhaps a disagreement be- 
tween you and me; that would be most impolitic on 
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my part, since I come here to solicit your good 
offices." 

" Mine, Sir Massingberd ? mine ? " 

" Yes, I desire your kindly assistance in bringing 
about a better understanding between Marmaduke 
and myself." 

" Sir," said I, " what you ask is a sheer impossi- 
bility. Marmaduke Heath may be wrong in his 
estimate of your character, but it will remain un- 
changed to his dying day. I am as certain of this 
as that yonder yellowing tree will presently lose its 
leaves." 

" You speak frankly, Mr. Meredith," returned 
the baronet, calmly, " and I do not respect you less 
upon that account. It is not, however, as a mediator 
that I need your assistance; I ask a much less favour 
than that ; I simply wish you to enclose a letter from 
me to my nephew." 

" Sir Massingberd Heath," said I, with some 
indignation, " you have done me the favour of calling 
upon me in my tutor's absence, in the expectation of 
finding me so weak as to be unable to refuse what- 
ever you chose to ask, or so treacherous as to bo 
willing to deceive those who are generously protecting 
my best friend from one whom he has every cause to 
fear. I am extremely obliged to you for the compli- 
ment;" and with that I laid my hand upon the bell. 

" One moment," observed the baronet, quietly, 
nay, with suavity, though the letter U upon his fore- 
head deepened visibly, and the veins of his great 
hand, as it rested on the table, grew big with passion ; 
" one moment before you ring. I am sorry you 
should have taken such a view of my conduct as you 
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have described; you young men are somewhat hasty 
in the imputation of motive. I am a straightforward, 
rough fellow, and may have displeased you ; but I 
am not aware that I have done anything to justify 
you in accusing me of meanness and duplicity. Those 
persons who have charge of my nephew are, in my 
judgment, deeply culpable; but I do not wish you to 
act deceitfully towards them on that account. Mat- 
ters have come to that pass, however, that I cannot 
even communicate with my nephew, even though I 
have that to say which would give him genuine plea- 
sure. This Mr. Harvey Gerard"— his deep voice 
shook with hatred as he mentioned that name — " has 
taken upon himself to return my letters to Marmaduke 
unopened. I know not how to convey to him even 
such a one as this." 

Sir Massingberd threw across to me a folded sheet, 
directed to his nephew, and motioned that I should 
open it. It ran as follows : — 

" Nephew Marmaduke, — It seems that you are 
fully determined never again to seek the shelter 
of my roof. I am given to understand that the time 
for reconciliation has gone by, and that any attempt 
to effect it would only cause you annoyance, and 
make the breach wider between us. If so, so be it. 
I am an old man now, and I wish my last years to be 
passed in peace. I wish to make no allusion to the 
character of the person with whom you have chosen 
to reside, further than to express a hope that when 
I am gone, and it will be your part to exercise the 
rights of a great landowner, that you will not employ 
your influence to subvert the laws and the govern- 
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meut. It is as mad in those who possess authority 
to countenance revolution, as for a man seated on a 
lofty branch to lop it off with his own hands. I do 
not say this as your uncle, but merely as one of an 
ancient race with whom we are both connected, and 
in whose welfare we should take an equal interest. 
Mr. Meredith is kind enough to enclose this parting 
word of advice — the last communication that will 
probably ever pass between us — from 

" Massingberd Heath. 

"P.S. — Burn this when you have read it, lest your 
friend should get into trouble upon my account." 

I read and re-reail this strange epistle with great 
care, before I made any comment upon it. There 
was nothing, to my mind, objectionable in any of the 
contents. I had been twice to Harley Street during 
the summer, and found Marmaduke as morbidly ap- 
prehensive as ever of some course of conduct to be 
adopted by his uucle with reference to regaining the 
custody of his person ; he was haunted still by the 
shadow of this terrible man. The words I held 
before me were certainly calculated to reassure him. 
No news could be more gratifying than this positive 
resignation of the baronet's claim to be his guardian, 
this final " good-bye " under Sir Massiugbcrd's own 
hand. As for the political advice, I thought that 
very healthy. I was then, as now, a staunch con- 
servative, and although I did not sympathize in the 
least with tho harsh acts of the government in re- 
spect to poor, misguided men, not without their 
wrongs, yet I did think Mr. Gerard's views both 
viskuarv and dangerous. 
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"I trust," observed Sir Massingberd, gravel y, 
"that the sentiments -which you are now perusing 
are in accordance with your own. I am speaking, I 
believe, to a gentleman, and consequently to a natural 
friend of order." 

I bowed in assent. " There certainly seems no- 
thing in this epistle which Marmaduke might not 
read," muttered I, musing. 

"Seems.''" cried the baronet. "Why not say is 
at once ? " 

A sudden idea, gleaned from some romance which 
I had been lately reading, flashed across my brain. 
Why did the postscript say, " Burn this when you 
have read it ? " I let my hand, with the letter in it, 
drop below my knee, so that the missive was held 
close to the fire. 

" There is no writing in lemon-juice, I do assure 
you," observed Sir Massingberd, quietly ; " you will 
only scorch the paper." 

I coloured at the exposure of my suspicions, and 
in my confusion it did not strike me that the speaker 
must himself have at least entertained such a project, 
or he never could have unmasked me so readily; I 
was a little ashamed of myself, and rather sorry for 
my incredulity. Sir Massingberd saw this, and 
pressed his point. 

" Since there is nothing concealed, and no harm 
in what is visible, I do hope you will grant the favour 
I requested, and enclose that note to my nephew." 

" Well, sir," said I, after a little hesitation, " I will 
enclose it. I give you warning, however, that I shall 
send a line by the same post to let Mr. Gerard know 
that I have done so." 
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" By all means," responded Sir Massingberd. " I 
am only anxious that my nephew's own eyes should 
read what I have written. Have you a taper and 
wax ? " asked he, folding up the sheet. " I might as 
well stamp it with my seal." 

I rose and brought what he recpiired from a writing- 
table. Sir Massingberd sealed the letter, and gave it 
into my hand. 

" Mr. Meredith," said he, rising, " you have done 
me a great service. I think I have said that the 
oftener you make use of my grounds the better I shall 
be pleased. Did I add that the bowling-green is 
entirely at your service ? I am too stiff in the back 
to have a game with you myself, but I will give direc- 
tions to Gilmore to be your antagonist, whenever you 
may feel inclined." 

The baronet took his leave in a stately, but not 
unfriendly manner. He certainly u-as stiff in the 
back; but that was his nature. As he smiled, his lip 
turned upwards, instead of the usual way; but so it 
always did. Yet I did not feel quite comfortable, as 
I stood by myself over the fire, balancing Sir Mas- 
singberd' s " good-bye " to his nephew in my hand, 
and questioning within myself whether it wouldn't be 
better to enclose it to Mr. Harvey Gerard, after all. 
How T ever, in the end I kept my promise. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

OUT OF MIND, OUT OF SIGHT. 

Notwithstanding the baronet's polite invit; tiou, 
and although Mr. Long did not return as expected 
upon the ensuing morning, I felt no inclination to ex- 
change my solitude for the society of Mr. Gilmors at 
bowls. I was, indeed, rather curious to see the bo vl- 
ing-green, which I had heard from my tutor was one 
of the very finest in England, fenced in by wondrous 
walls of yew; but to arrive there it was necessary to 
pass close to the Hall, and consequently to run great 
risk of meeting Sir Massingberd, my repugnance to 
whom had returned with tenfold strength since the 
preceding day. My reason, it is true, could suggest 
no possible harm from my having enclosed his letter 
to Marmaduke, but still an indefinable dread of what 
I had done oppressed me. I could not imagine in 
what manner I could have been outwitted; but a cer- 
tain malignant exultation in Sir Massingberd's face 
Avhen he was taking his leave haunted my memory, 
and rendered hateful the idea of meeting it again. 
Moreover, the companionship of Gilmore, the butler, 
was not attractive. He bore a very bad character 
with the villagers, among whom he was said to 
emulate in a humble manner the vices of his lord 
and master. He had been his companion and confi- 
dential servant for a great number of years; and it 
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was not to be wondered at, even supposing that he 
commencpd that servitude as an honest man, that his 
principles should have been sapped by the communi- 
cation. 

Those who had known Richard Gilmore best and 
longest, however, averred that his nature had not 
been the least impaired by this companionship, inas- 
much as it had been always as bad as bad could be. 
I never saw his pale, secretive face, with the thin 
lips tightly closed as if to prevent the escape of one 
truant word, without reflecting what a repository of 
dark and wicked deeds that keeper of Sir Massing- 
berd's conscience needs must be. Such men usually 
hold such masters in their own hands, for they know 
too much about them; and it is that species of know- 
ledge which, above all others, is power. But it was 
not so in this case. The antecedents of Gilmore's 
master were probably as evil as those of any person 
who has ever kept a valet; but there was this pecu- 
liarity about the baronet, that he cared little or 
nothing whether people knew them or not. When 
a thoroughly unprincipled man has arrived at the 
stage of being entirely indifferent to what his fellow- 
craatures think of him, he has touched his zenith — 
he is as much a hero to his valet-de-chambre as to 
anybody else. It was Gilmore's nature to be reticent; 
but for all Sir Massingberd cared he might have 
ascended the steps at the stone cross at Crittenden 
upon market-day, and held forth upon the subject of 
his master's peccadillos. Sir Massingberd stood no 
more in fear of him than of any other man, otherwise 
he would scarcely have used such frightful language 
to him as he did whenever the spirit- case had not beeu 
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properly replenished, or he happened to mislay the 
key of his own cigar-chest. It was no delicate tend- 
ing that the lord of Fail-burn Hall required — no accu- 
rate arrangement of evening garments ere he returned 
from shooting — no slippers placed in front of the fire. 
As he was attired in the morning, so he remained 
throughout the day ; and if it were the poaching 
season, throughout the night also. He never was ill, 
and only very rarely was he so overcome with liquor 
as to require any assistance in retiring. The putting 
Sir Massingbeid to bed must have been a bad quarter 
of an hour for Mr. Gilmore. I have mentioned that 
when I paid my only visit to the Hall, the front-door 
bell was answered by the butler with very commend- 
able swiftness, under the impression that it was his 
master; and, indeed, it was rumoured that, on more 
than one occasion, the baronet had felled his faithful 
domestic like an ox, for dilatoriness. Wonder was 
sometimes expressed that Mr. Gilmore, who was sup- 
posed, as the phrase goes, to have feathered his nest 
very agreeably during his master's prosperous days, 
should cleave to him in his present poverty — the mere 
sentiment of attachment being deemed scarcely strong 
enough to retain his gratuitous services. But the 
reply commonly made to this was, I have no doubt, 
correct — namely, that however matters might seem, 
Mr. Richard Gilmore, we might be well assured, 
knew his own business best, and on which side his 
bread was buttered. 

Sagacious, however, as this gentleman doubtless 
was, I did not fancy him as a companion to play 
bowls with ; and, instead of going in the direction 
of the bowling-green, I took my way to Fairburn 
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Chase. I had not set foot within it for more than 
a year, and the season was much further advanced 
than when I had last been there. The stillness Avhich 
pervaded it in the summer time was now broken by 
the nutter of the falling leaf and the plash of the 
chestnuts on the moist and sodden ground ; the 
autumn rains had long set in; there was that " drip, 
drip, drip," in the woods which so mournfully re- 
minds us that the summer, with all its life and 
warmth, has passed away; and the dank earth was 
sighing from beneath its load of tangled leaves, which 
" hanging so light and hanging so high," but lately 
danced in the sunny air. The presentiment of evil 
which overshadowed me was deepened by the melan- 
choly of Nature. I moved slowly through the drip- 
pling fern towards the heronry; from the little 
island suddenly flew forth, not the stately birds who 
ordinarily reigned there, but a pair of ravens. I 
knew that such had taken up their residence in the 
old church tower, for I had seen them flying in and 
out of its narrow ivied window-slits ; but their appear- 
ance in the present locality was most unexpected. I 
was far from being superstitious, but I would rather 
have seen any other birds just then. A few steps 
further brought me to that bend in the stream whicl.. 
had been such a favourite haunt of mine before I had 
dreamed there so unpleasantly. The lime-trees stood 
ragged and bare, and weeping silently, deprived of 
their summer bee-music; the sparkling sand, wherein 
I had seen the mysterious footprints, was dark and 
damp; a few steps further brought mo to the step- 
ping-stones, by which that unknown visitant muse 
have crossed over, if she Avere indeed of mortal 
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mould; the wood upon the other side was no longer 
impenetrable to sight; and through its skeleton arms 
I could see some building of considerable size at no 
great distance. I knew where such of the keepers 
and gardeners as lived upon the estate resided, and it 
puzzled me to imagine to what purpose this cottage 
was assigned. 

While I hesitated as to whether I should cross the 
turbid and swollen current, whose waters almost en- 
tirely covered ths stepping stones, a laugh prolonged 
and shrill burst forth from the very direction in which 
I was looking. It was the same mocking cry, never 
to be forgotten, which I had heard at that very spot 
some fifteen months before. Anywhere else, I should 
have recognized it ; but in that place it was impossi- 
ble to doubt its identity. Knife-like, it clove the 
humid and unwilling air; and before the sound had 
ceased, a short, sharp shriek succeeded it — the cry of 
a smitten human creature. In a moment I had 
crossed the stream, and was forcing my way through 
the wood. As I drew nearer, I perceived the edifice 
before me was of stone, and with a slated roof, instead 
of being built with clay, and thatched, as were the 
rest of Sir Massingberd's cottages. There was no 
attempt at ornamentation, but the place was unusually 
substantial for its size, the door being studded with 
nails, while the window upon either side of it was 
protected by iron bars. 

I was just emerging from the fringe of the wood, 
when another sound smote on my ear, which caused 
me to pause at once, and remain where the trunk of 
an elm-tree intervened between me and the cottage; 
it was merely +, i°> ^».rlr if «\ - 1 -jr, but it checked 
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my philanthropic enthusiasm upon the instant. There 
was no mistaking that wheezy note, telling of canine 
infirmity, and days prolonged far beyond the ordinary 
span of dogs. Besides, there was but one dog per- 
mitted to be at large in Fairburn Chase. It was the 
execrable Grimjaw. I could see him from my place 
of concealment turning his almost sightless eyes 
in my direction, as he sat at the cottage door. Im- 
mediately afterwards it opened, and out came 
Richard Grilmore ; he looked about him suspiciously, 
but having convinced himself that there was nobody 
in the neighbourhood, he administered a kick to 
Grimjaw's ribs, reproached him in strong language 
for having made a causeless disturbance, and turning 
the key, and pocketing it, walked away by a foot- 
path that doubtless led, although by no means di- 
rectly, to the Hall. He had a dog-whip in his hand 
when I first saw him, which I thought was an odd 
thing for a butler to carry, and he seemed to think 
so, too, for he put it in a side pocket before he 
started, and buttoned it up. Grimjaw, gathering 
his stiffened limbs together, slowly followed him, 
not without turning his grey head ever and anon 
towards my covert, but without venturing again 
to express his suspicions. I waited until the charm- 
ing pair were out of sight, ere I advanced to the 
cottage. 

The door, of course, was fast; so, approaching the 
right-hand window, I cautiously looked in through its 
iron bars ; there was no casement whatever, there- 
fore all the objects which the room contained were as 
clear to me as though I were in it. I beheld a sit- 
ting-room, the furniture of which was costly, and had 
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been evidently intended for a much larger apartment, 
but which in variety was scanty enough. At a ma- 
hogany table, which retained little more of polish than 
if it had just been sawn from its trunk in Honduras, 
sat an ancient female, with her back towards me, 
supporting her chin on both hands ; a cold chicken 
in a metal dish was before her, but neither a plate nor 
knife and fork ; she was muttering something in a 
low tone to herself, which, if it was a grace, must 
have been a very long one. Her hair was scanty, 
and white as snow, but hung down almost to the 
ground; she was miserably thin; and her clothes, 
although they had once been of rich material, were 
ragged and old. 

I had made no noise, as I thought, in my approach; 
and the day was so dull and dark that she could 
scarcely have perceived my presence by any shadow 
of my eavesdropping self; but no sooner had I set my 
eyes on her than she began to speak, without looking 
round, imagining, doubtless, that I was Gilmore. 
" So you are thei'e again, peeping and prying, are 
you, wicked thief?" cried she. " Don't you know that 
a real lady should take her meals in peace without 
being interrupted, especially after she has been beaten? 
Think of that, you cur. Why, where's your whip ? " 
She uttered these last words with a yell of scorn ; 
and turning suddenly, with one arm raised as if to 
ward a blow, she met my unexpected face, and I saw 
hers. So remarkable was her appearance, that al- 
though it was she, not I, who was taken by surprise, 
I think I was the more astounded of the two. Her 
countenance was that of an old woman, so wrinkled, 
or rather shrivelled up, that the furrows might have 
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represented the passage of a century of time ; yet 
the teeth were as white and regular as in a young 
beauty, and the black beaded eyes had a force and 
fire in them unquenched by age. In her thin 
puckered ears hung a pair of monstrous gilded orna- 
ments, and round her skinny neck was a necklace 
such as a stage queen would wear ; yet she had naked 
feet. 

" Oh, it is you, is it ? " observed she, with a grave 
distinctness, in strong contrast to her late excited and 
mocking tones. " If I had known that you were 
coming, young gentleman, I would have put on my 
bracelets. The family jewels are not all gone to the 
pawnbroker's, as is generally believed. Besides, you 
should never insult people because they are poor, or 
mad ; one would not be either one or the other, you 
know, if one could help it." 

" Heaven forbid, madam, that I should offer you 
any insult," said I, touched by the evident misfortune 
of this poor creature. " I merely ran hither because 
I heard the cry, as I thought, of some one in 
distress. 5 ' 

"Ah, that was the dog, sir," replied the old 
woman cheerfully ; " the butler was correcting his 
dog, and it howled a little. Of course it could not 
have been me — certainly not ; Sir Massingberd is so 
excessively anxious that I should have everything 
that is good for me ; he said that with his own lips. 
And what a handsome mouth he has, except when he 
looks at you." 

" Why at me ? " cried I. " He has no cause to 
dislike me, has he ? " 

" Jso cause ! " cried the old woman, coming closer 
n 2 
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to the bars, and lowering her voice to a confidential 
whisper. " Oh no — not if you were dead. I never 
wished you worse than myself ; no, not when my 
poor baby died, and I could not weep. I feel that 
now; if I could only weep, as in the good old times 
with my husband ! There was plenty of good weep- 
ing then — plenty." 

" But why should you wish me dead, madam, who 
have never done you any harm ? " 

" No harm ? What, not to have tr.ken the title 
from my boy ? No harm, when, but for you, he 
would have been the heir to house and land! Why, 
look you, if it had not been for something, I would 
have driven Gilmore's knife into you that day when 
you were sleeping under the limes. That was the 
very place where I used to meet my love — let me see, 
how many years ago ? " 

The eager eyes for one instant ceased to glitter ; 
some fragment of a memory of the past claimed the 
restless brain; then once more she rambled on. "One, 
two, three, four — he never struck me more than four 
times ; that's true, I swear." 

" And what was the something that prevented you 
from killing me when I was asleep by the heron's 
island ? " inquired I. 

" What was it ? " replied the old woman sadly. 
"Did you not cry, 'Mother, mother,' in your sleep, 
to make me think of my boy ? I wept at that; just 
one tear. He might have been such another as your- 
self — with the same Why, what's the matter 

with your forehead ? What have you done with your 
horseshoe ? Every Heath wears one of them; then 
why not you, young Marmaduke ? " 
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"My name is not Heath," said I ; "you are taking 
me for somebody else." 

" Dear me — dear me, what a mistake ! The fact 
is, that living in a house affects one's sight. Now, 
let me guess. If you are not Marmaduke Heath, ycu 

must be What a dark skin you have, and what 

kind eyes ! " She looked suspiciously round the 
room, and laying her finger on her lip, observed 
beneath her breath: " You are not Stanley Carew, 
are you ? They told me he was huug, but I know 
better than that. I have seen him since a hundred 
times. To be hung for nothing must be a terrible 
thing ; but how much worse to be hung for love ! " 

" I am not Stanley Carew," said 1 ; " I am Peter 
Meredith, who lives with Mr. Long at the Rectory." 

" I never happen to have heard your name before, 
sir," replied the old woman mincingly; " perhaps you 
have never heard mine. Permit me to introduce 
myself. Don't suppose that our people don't know 
good manners; I am Sinnamenta — Lady Heath." 

"Madam," said I, deeply moved, "I apprehended 
as much. If I can do you any service, be sure that 
the will shall not be wanting. Pray, tell me what 
shall I do ? " 

" Well," returned the poor creature quickly, " Mar- 
maduke Heath should be killed at once, that is all 
important. We have been thinking of nothing else, 
my husband and I. But perhaps you have done it 
already." (How I shrank from that random shaft!) 
" If so, I have no further desire except to get out. If 
I could only be once more in the greenwood, my hair 
would reassume its natural colour. That is why Mr. 
Gilmore is so careful to keep me thus locked up. If 
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my husband only saw me with my black hair again — 
it reached to the ground, sir— matters would be very 
different. I think I have already observed that it is 
not customary to watch a lady while she is partaking 
of refreshment." 

With that she once more seated herself at the table 
with her back to me ; and judging thereby that my 
presence was distasteful to her, and having no notion 
of how I could possibly give her any aid, I withdrew 
from the sad scene. I had not, however, gone manv 
steps, when she called me back again through the iron 
bars. 

' ; Mr. Meredith," said she, "you arrived somewhat 
unexpectedly. It is to that circumstance alone, I be? 
to repeat, that you must attribute the absence of 
bracelets. My very best regards to all your family 
Sinnamenta, you know — Lady Heath." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



HARLEY STREET. 



While I was thus passing my time at Fairburn, at 
work with my tutor, in rides rendered doubly lone- 
some by contrast with those made so enjoyable by 
the company of my friend, or in rambles about the 
solitary Chase, the course of true love was running 
more smoothly in Harley Street thau it is fabled to 
do. During each of my visits there, I had perceived 
its silent increase even more clearly than those 
between whom it was growing up into the perfect 
flower, leaf by leaf, and bud by bud; they had tended 
it together — Marmaduke and Lucy — until it was well 
nigh in blossom, and yet they had not said to one 
another, and perhaps not even to themselves, " Why, 
this is surely Love." Mr. Gerard had watched it, 
not displeased, for he had found the young man all 
that my heart had foretold that he would; Mr. Clint 
had seen it, and won by the strong sense, as much 
as by the beauty of the gentle girl, forgot the revo- 
lutionary stock of which she came. This, thought 
he, is the wife for Marmaduke Heath ; tender, but 
yet determined; dutiful, but indisposed to submit to 
unauthorized dictation; as fearless as kind. In her, 
once wedded to this young man, so morbid, so sensi- 
tive, so yielding, Sir Massiugberd would find, if it 
should be necessary, not only a foe, resolute herself, 
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but as firm as steel for him whom she had dowered 
with her love. What Marmaduke's nature wanted, 
hers would supply. The keen lawyer foresaw for 
that unhappy family, whose interests he and his had 
had in keeping so many scores cf years, a future 
such as had never been promised before. It was an 
admission painful to me enough at that time, but 
which I could not conceal from myself, that the real 
obstacle which prevented the open recognition of 
attachment between these two young people was 
Marmaduke himself. No girl more modest or less 
forward than Lucy Gerard ever breathed, but I 
knew — ah, how well I knew ! — that a word from him 
would have brought the love-light to her eyes, which 
now lay waiting but for it in the careful keeping of 
her maiden heart. But that word had not been 
spoken. Perfect love Marmaduke did not yet feel, 
for he had not quite cast out fear. How can a man 
offer heart and hand to a woman whom he does not 
feel certain that he can protect ? It is for this reason 
that marriage among slaves must for ever be a 
mockery. There was, of course, no danger to Lucy 
Gerard in her marrying Avith Marmaduke, although 
his uncle should storrn"No"a thousand times; but 
the young man felt that he was unworthy of her, 
while he entertained any terror of him. It was wear- 
ing away; it was weakening day by day, through 
genial influences, and the absence of all things which 
reminded him of Fairburn and its master; but it was 
not dead yet. If by these words, I lead any of my 
readers to suppose that Marmaduke Heath had the 
least resemblance to that thing which is called a 
Coward, I have done my friend a grievous wrong. 
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Let me do away with the possibility of this most 
mistaken notion, at once and for ever, by the recital 
of an event which, although it does not come within 
the scope of the present narrative, nearly concerns 
one of its most important characters. 

After the peace in 1815, there were more officers — 
English and French — killed in single combat in Paris 
than in any one of the most bloody battles of the late 
war. This desire to exterminate individual English- 
men extended over the whole of France. A certain 
gentleman of my acquaintance, then a very young man, 
chanced to be passing through a town in Normandy, 
where an assemblage was collected outside the office 
of the mayor. This arose from the very uncommon 
circumstance that that functionary had been appealed 
to by a post-captain in the English navy to punish a 
bullying Frenchman, who had striven to fasten a 
quarrel upon him, although entirely unprovoked on 
his part. 

No\v-a-days, the captain would have been held 
to have behaved rightly enough, perhaps, but in 
those fire-eating times an honest man's life was at the 
mercy of every worthless ruffian who chose to run an 
equal risk with him from powder and bullet. The de- 
cision, wonderful to relate, was given by the mayor 
against his compatriot, and the crowd were corre- 
spondingly enraged. My friend, whose nationality was 
apparent, was hustled and ill-treated, and one person, 
well-dressed, and evidently of good position, knocked 
his hat off, observing at the same time : " You will 
complain of me to the mayor for that." 

" Certainly not," returned the young Englishman 
quietly, picking his hat up, all broken and muddy. 
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from the trampled ground: "I shall treat you very 
differently." 

" You will fight, will you? Come — I challenge 
you. Let us fight to-morrow morning," exclaimed the 
bully, who was, as it turned out, a notorious provincial 
duellist. 

" Not to-morrow, but now," rejoined my friend ; 
" I have no time to wait here, for I must be in Paris 
on Tuesday." 

" Then it will be in Pere la Chaise," responded the 
other brutally. 

There was no difficulty in procuring seconds, which 
were even more plentiful in those parts than principals, 
and the whole party immediately left the town for a 
wood outside its suburbs. The choice of weapons, of 
course, lay with the Englishman. 

" Which do you prefer," asked the Frenchman who 
acted as his friend upon the occasion — " the pistol or 
the sword?" 

" I have never fired a pistol in my life," replied the 
Englishman, " nor handled a sword." 

" Heavens ! " cried his second, " what a barbarous 
education, what a stupendous ignorance ! You are as 
good as dead, I fear. I know not which to recommend 
you. It is, however, at least sooner over with the 
pistol." 

" The pistol be it, then," said the Englishman, 
coolly. " I elect that only one shall be loaded ; and 
that we fire within four paces of one another. We 
shall then have an equal chance." 

The duellist turned pale as the death that 
threatened him, but he did not venture to make any 
objection. It was manifest no other proposal would 
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have been fair. The seconds went apart, and placed 
powder and ball in one weapon, powder only in the 
other. The combatants drew lots for choice. The 
Frenchman won. The pistols were lying on a log of 
wood ; he advanced towards them, took one up in his 
hand, and retired with it, then once more came back, 
and exchanged it for the other. He fancied that the 
weapon was lighter than it should have been if it 
had a ball within it. My friend's second objected 
strongly to this course ; he called it even unfair and 
shameful ; he protested that the pistol taken first 
ought to be retained. But the young Englishman, 
who was leaning carelessly against a tree, exclaimed, 
" Let the gentleman have which he likes. Whether 
he is right or not will be decided in a few seconds." 
So the combatants were placed opposite to one 
another, and advanced to within four paces. They 
raised their weapons ; the word was given to fire, 
and the Frenchman fell, pierced through the heart. 

" His blood is upon his own head," exclaimed the 
other solemnly. " He was brave enough to have 
been a better man." Then perceiving that his help 
could be of no avail to his late antagonist, he lifted 
his battered hat to the Frenchman that remained 
alive, and returning to his carriage, immediately 
resumed his journey. 

It is not possible, without putting some very 
strained and unusual meaning on the word, to call 
tho hero of such an adventure a coward ; yet the 
man who acted thus was Marmaduke Heath. 

The above relation is but a clumsy method of 
proving him courageous, I am well aware; but I 
really know not otherwise how to make him appear 
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so, slave, as it is seen he was, to terrors which must 
seem almost imaginary. It is said that no man, how- 
ever fearless, quite gets over his awe of his school- 
master. An exaggeration of this sentiment probably 
possessed this unfortunate young man ; added to 
which was the fact that Sir Massingberd was his 
uncle, a family tie which was doubtless not without 
its influence, notwithstanding Marmaduke's evil 
opinion of his own race. I suspect, too, he enter- 
tained a morbid notion that his own life and that of 
his relative were somehow bound up together in one ; 
and on the few occasions when I ever saw him moved 
to wrath a similarity — mental as well as physical — 
between him and his uncle became apparent, which 
actually inspired him with a sort of awe and hatred of 
himself. A noble mind more injured and misshapen 
by ill-training it was impossible to imagine. For the 
last few months, however, as I have said, it had been 
growing aright, and gaining strength and vigour. 
No home — even Mr. Clint and my tutor feit that — 
could possibly be better adapted for him than his 
present one; the society of Mr. Gerard, a man inde- 
pendent almost to audacity, and despising the haughty 
and the strong with a supreme contempt, was the 
very tonic he needed. Rarely, however, was his 
uncle's name mentioned in his presence : at first, 
Mr. Gerard had purposely spoken of Sir Massingberd 
lightly and jestingly, but it was found that the subject 
had better be altogether avoided. It is ill to jest 
upon earthquakes with one who, having but just 
recovered from certain shocks of a volcanic nature, 
is not without apprehensions of more to come. This 
anticipation turned out to be but too well grounded. 
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A day or two after my discovery of the baronet's 
poor gipsy-wife at Fairburn, whose existence was 
well known, I found, to both the rector and Mr. 
Clint, and of course to Marmaduke himself, the 
postman carried misfortune from me to Harley 
Street, although I was myself as unconscious of the 
fact as he. Marmaduke did not come in to luncheon 
from his study, as usual, and Mr. Gerard was sent 
with a gay message to him by Lucy, to bid him do 
so. He was not wanted, he was to be assured, upon 
his own account at all, but she was dying to hear 
news of Peter, whose handwriting she had perceived 
upon the letter that had been sent in to him that 
morning. Mr. Gerard found the poor lad with his 
eyes riveted upon au autograph that was not mine, 
and upon words that I would rather have cut off my 
hand than knowingly have sent him : — 

"Nephew Marmaduke, — I am told, whether falsely 
or not, it does not matter now, that you have not 
seen the letter which I previously sent to you. I 
think you can scarcely have done so, or you would 
not have dared to disobey my orders therein con- 
tained, but would have returned to Fairburn long 
ago. At all events, you will read this with your own 
eyes, and beware how you hesitate to comply with it. 
lletum hither, sir, at once. It is idle to suppose that 
I wish you harm, as those you are with would fain 
persuade you ; but it is far worse than idle to attempt 
to cross my will. Come back to Fairburn, and I 
will behave towards you as though you had not 
acted in your late undutiful manner. Del;)} - to do 
so, and be sure that you will still have to return, but 
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under very different circumstances. Marmaduke 
Heath, you should know me well by this time. 
When I say ' Come,' it is bad for the person to whom 
I speak to reply, ' I will not come.' I give you 
twenty-four hours to arrive here after the receipt of 
this letter; when these have elapsed without my 
seeing you, I shall consider your absence to be equi- 
valent to a contumacious i-efusal. Then war will 
begin between us; and the strifa will be unequal, 
Nephew Marmaduke ; although you had fifty men 
at your back like lawyer Clint and this man Gerard, 
they could not keep you from my arm. It will reach 
you wheresoever you are, at the time you least sus- 
pect it, and from the quarter to which you have least 
looked. However well it may seem to be with you, 
it will not be well. When you think yourself safest 
you will be most in danger. There is indeed but one 
place of safety for you : come you home. 

" Massingberd Heath." 

The wily baronet had fooled me, and doubtless, 
when I rose to light the taper, had substituted the 
above letter for that which he had persuaded me to 
enclose to his unhappy nephew. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



BEFORE THE BLOW. 



As yet in ignorance of the mischief which I had un- 
wittingly done to my dearest friend, I could not but 
wonder why I received no news from Harley Street. 
I had confessed to Mr. Long what Sir Massingberd 
had persuaded me to do, and although he had thought 
me wrong to have acted without consulting him in 
the matter, he anticipated no evil consequences. He 
rather sought to laugh me out of my own forebodings 
and presentiments. Still there was this somewhat 
suspicious corroboration of them, that the new-born 
courtesies of our formidable neighbour had suddenly 
ceased, as though the end for which they had been 
used was already attained. The baronet's manner 
towards us was as surly as ever, and even a trifle 
more so, as if to recompense himself for his previous 
constrained politeness. To myself, his manner was 
precisely that of a man who does not attempt to 
conceal his contempt for one whom he has duped. 
Since Marmaduke's departure, there had gone forth 
various decrees, injunctions, and what not, from the 
Court of Chancery, obtained doubtless through Mr. 
Clint, on behalf of the heir presumptive, against 
certain practices of Sir Massingberd connected with 
the estate. Formerly he had done what he chose, 
not only with "his own,'* but with what was not his 
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own in the eye of the law. But Marmaduke's re- 
versionary rights were now strictly protected. Not 
a tree in the park could fall beneath the axe, but the 
noise thereof reached the Chancellor's ears, and 
brought clown reproof, and even threats, upon the 
incensed baronet. His hesitation to institute pro- 
ceedings for the recovery of his ward had given con- 
fidence to his opponents ; and Mr. Gerard was not 
one to suffer the least wrong to be committed with 
impunity; it was out of his pocket that the expenses 
came for the edicts necessary to enforce compliance, 
and I have heard him say that he never remembered 
to have spent any money with greater personal satis- 
faction. 

This "thinning the timber" (as Sir Massingberd 
euphoniously termed cutting down the most orna- 
mental trees, in his excusatory despatches), having 
been put a stop to, the squire took to selling the 
family plate. A quantity of ancient silver, with the 
astonished Griffins upon it, was transferred from the 
custody of Gilmore to that of certain transmuters of 
metal in town, and came back again to Fairburn 
Hall in the shape of gold pieces. But even the 
melting-pot was compelled to disclose its secrets ; 
and the squire received such a severe reprimand 
upon the text of heir-looms, as made him writhe 
with passion, and which put an end to any friendly 
connexion that might have before existed between 
himself and John, Lord Eldon, at once and for ever. 
I think it must have been immediately after the 
receipt of that very communication, that Sir Mas- 
singberd came over to the rectory upon the following 
errand. Mr. Long and myself were at our " Tacitus " 
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in the study erne evening, when the baronet was 
announced, and I rose to leave the room. " Slay 
where you are, young gentleman," said he roughly; 
" what I have to say will, it is like enough, soon be 
no secret to anybody. Mr. Long, I must tell you at 
once that money I must have. The way in which 
my property is meddled with by the lawyer in 
London, set on to do it by friends of yours, too, is 
beyond all bearing. I declare to you, that I— Sir 
Massingberd Heath, the nominal owner of twenty 
thousand acre?, and of a rent-roll of half as many 
thousand pounds — have not five guineas in my 
pocket at this moment, nor do I know how to raise 
them. Now, am I a man, think you, to sit down 
with my hands before me, and submit to such a state 
of things as this?" 

"Really, Sir Massingberd, I cannot say," returned 
my tutor; " I cannot see how I can help you in any 
way." 

4i Yes, you can help me, sir. You have influence 
with those persons — curse them ! — who have taken 
it in hand to do me these injuries, who have inter- 
fered between uncle and nephew, between guardian 
and ward. Now, I have made up my mind what I 
will do, and I am come here to let you know it. 
You pretend to entertain some regard towards your 
late pupil, Marmaduke." 

" The regard is genuine, Sir Massingberd. I 
wish others entertained the like, who are more 
nearly connected with him than by the bond of 
pupil and tutor." 

" Pray put me out of the question," returned the 
baronet coolly. " What I have to say concerns 

o 
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others, not myself. You like this lad, and wish him 
well ; you hope for him an unclouded future ; you 
trust that the character of the family will be re- 
deemed in his virtuous hands, and that the remem- 
brance of what it has been will not cleave to him, but 
will gradually die out." 

" That is my earnest desire," replied Mr. Long 
gravely. 

" I am glad to hear it," continued the other ; 
" and I suppose Mr. Clint cherishes some similar 
notion ; and this man Gerard — this rebel, this hypo- 
crite " 

" Sir Massingberd Heath," said I, interrupting 
him, "you have bidden me stay here; but I shall not 
remain to listen to slanders against Mr. Harvey 
Gerard ; he is no hypocrite, but a very honest aud 
kind-hearted man." 

" He has hoodwinked this young wiseacre already, 
you see," pursued the baronet. " His object is evidently 
to secure the heir of Fairburn for his daughter ; I 
have not the least doubt the jade is making play 
with the poor molly-coddle as fast as " 

Mr. Long and myself both rose before the speaker 
could finish the sentence. My tutor checked with 
his finger the wrathful words that were at my lips, 
and observed with energy, " Sir Massingberd, be 
silent! Under my roof, you shall not traduce that 
virtuous and excellent young girl." 

I never saw Mr. Long so excited ; I never ad- 
mired him so much. The baronet paused, as though 
hesitating whether it was worth while to indulge 
himself in uttering insults; I am thankful to say he 
decided that it was not. It would have been pollution 
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to Lucy Gerard's name to have heard it spoken by 
such lips. 

" Well, well," returned he, "I have nothing to say 
against the young woman. It is probable, however, 
you will allow, that some attachment may arise 
between herself and my nephew. You grant that, 
do you? Ah, I thought so. In that case, Mr. 
Gerard would prefer the husband of his daughter to 
be free from all stain. Good ! There are three 
persons then, at least, all interested in my nephew's 
good name. Now, listen : you know something, 
parson, of the mode of life pursued by the Heaths 
from generation to generation ; you know something 
of the deeds that have been committed at Fairburn 
Hall. What is known, however, is honourable and 
harmless compared to what is not known ; the vices 
which you have shuddered at are mere follies — the 
offspring of idleness and high spirits — compared to 
those of which you have yet to hear." 

It is impossible to imagine a more repulsive 
spectacle than this man presented, exulting not only 
in his oavii wickedness, but in that of his forefathers. 
He took from his pocket a huge manuscript, and 
thus proceeded : " The records of the House of 
H.-ath are red with blood, and black with crime. I 
hold them in my hand here, and they are very pretty 
reading. Now, look you, I will leave them here for 
your perusal, parson — they have at least this attrac- 
tion about them, they are true — and when you have 
made yourself master of the contents, perhaps you 
can recommend to me a publisher." 

" Is it possible," cried my tutor, " that you can 
do this dreadful wrong at once to ancestors and 

o 2 
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descendant? Have you no mercy even for kith and 
kin ? Do you dare to defy God and Man alike?" 

"I dare publish that pamphlet, unless I have 
money," quoth Sir Massingberd scornfully, " and 
that is the sole question with which we need now 
concern ourselves. A pretty welcome young Sir 
Marmaduke will meet with when he comes into the 
country among all who know his family history. As 
for me, my character is one which is not likely to 
suffer from anv disclosure." 

" Are all the murders done and attempted set 
down here, Sir Massingberd?" inquired my tutor, 
taking up the pamphlet. " The catalogue of crime 
is truly frightful ; hut you do not seem to have 
brought the narrative down to the most recent 
dates." 

"The most recent dates?" reiterated the baronet 
mechanically. 

" Yes, sir," responded my tutor, " the history is 
evidently incomplete. If it should come out in its 
present form, it would need an appendix. I would 
scarcely recommend you to run the risk of another 
person publishing <i continuation. You had better 
take it home, and reconsider the matter." 

The baronet affected to receive this advice in 
earnest, and retired, foiled and furious. 1 He never 
more set foot in the Rectory, save twice ; once when 
he called upon me, and persuaded me to forward that 

1 Years afterwards I became possessed of the pamphlet in 
question, which, having glanced at, I very carefully committed 
to the flames. I do not doubt, however, that Sir Massingberd 
would have carried his threat into execution, had not Mr. Long's 
menace shaken his purpose. 
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hateful letter to Marniaduke, and again upon the 
occasion I am about to describe. The errand he 
then came upon was of small consequence, but the 
circumstance I shall never forget. After-events have 
made it one of the most memorable in my life, for it 
was the last time, save one, that I ever beheld 
Massingberd Heath. Little did I think what a 
mystery was then impending— so frightful, so unex- 
ampled, that it now seems almost strange that it did 
not visibly overshadow that giant form, that ruthless 
face. If we could thus read the future of others, 
how fearful would be many a meeting which is now 
so conventional and commonplace ! It is true that 
we should always part both from friends and from 
enemies, in some sort as though we were parting 
with them for the last time ; but how different a 
leave-taking would it be, if we were indeed assured 
that they and we would meet no more upon this side 
the grave ! How I should have devoured that man 
with mine eyes, had I known that they would not 
again behold him — save one awful Once — before we 
should both stand together in the presence of God ! 
What terrors, what anxieties, what enigmas were 
about to be brought to us and to others by the 
morrow's sun ! Yet, at the time, with what little 
things Ave occupied ourselves ! It was in the morn- 
ing that Sir Massingberd paid his visit — a morning 
of early November, when the first sharp frost had just 
set in. He came about money matters, as usual. We 
were surprised to see him, because, as I have said, he 
had relapsed into his accustomed stern, unsociable 
habits, and had seemed to have given up all attempts 
to gain any furtherance of his plans from Jlr. Long. 
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He had called, he said, about a matter that affected 
the parson himself, or he would not have troubled 
him. Certain Methodists had offered him twenty 
pounds a year as the ground-rent of a chapel to be 
built upon the outskirts of the Park, and within view 
of the Rectory windows. For his part, he hated the 
Methodists; and had no sort of wish to offend Mr. 
Long by granting their prayer. Still, being griev- 
ously in want of money, he had come to say that if 
Mr. Clint could not be induced to give him some 
pecuniary help, the chapel must be built. 

My tutor, who had a very orthodox abhorrence 
of all dissent, and especially when it threatened his 
own parish, was exceedingly disturbed by this in- 
telligence. 

"What!" cried he; 'you preach to your nephew 
doctrines of Conservatism, Sir Massingberd, and yet 
are induced for a wretched bribe to let a nest of 
sectaries be built in the very avenue of your Park ! " 

"It is terrible indeed," quoth the baronet drily; 
" but they might set it up opposite my front door for 
an extra five-pound note. I announce their offer 
solely on your account. They call on me to-morrow 
for my final decision, and I cannot afford to say 
' No.' Now, you can do what you please with Mr. 
Clint, and may surely represent to him that this is a 
case where twenty pounds may be well expended. 
The matter will thus be staved off for a year at 
least; and next year, you know, I may be in better 
circumstances — -or dead, which many persons would 
greatly prefer." 

" Certainly," returned my tutor gravely, " I will 
do my best with Mr. Clint; but in the meantime, 
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rather than let this chapel be built, I will advance 
the money you mention at my own risk. I happen 
to have a considerable sum in the house at present, 
which I intended to lodge with the bank at Crittenden 
to-morrow. So you shall have the notes at once." 

" This is very fortunate," said the baronet coolly; 
and Mr. Long counted them out into his hand — 
twenty flimsy, but not yet ragged, one-pound notes, 
for the imitation of the like of which half-a-dozen 
men were at that time often strung up in front of 
the Old Bailey together. From 82,961 to 82,980 the 
numbers ran, which — albeit I am no great hand at 
recollecting such things — I shall remember, from 
what followed, as long as I live. I can see the grim 
Squire now, as he rolls them tightly up, and places 
them in that huge, lapelled waistcoat-pocket ; as he 
slaps it with his mighty hand, as though he would 
defy the world to take them from him, however 
unlawfully acquired ; as he leaves the room with 
an insolent nod, and clangs across the iron road with 
his nailed shoes. 

I watch him through the Rectory window, as, ere 
he puts the key in his garden-door, he casts a chance 
look-up at the sky. He looks to see what will 
happen on the morrow. Does he read nothing save 
Continuance of Fine and Frosty Weather ? Nothing. 
All is blue and clear as steel; not a cloud to be seen 
the size of a man's hand from north to south, from 
ea^t to west. There is no warning; to be read in the 
cold and smiling heaven; no " 2, >>nr, mene," for this 
worse than liuUhuzzai' on its broad cerulean wall! 
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The morning subsequent to Sir Massingberd's visit 
to the Rectory was bright, but intensely cold. I 
was very particular about my shaving in those days, 
and would not have dispensed with that manly 
exercise upon any account ; but I remembered that 
the frost made it a difficult process. In the course 
of the ceremony, Mrs. Myrtle, who was a very 
privileged person, knocked softly at my door. A 
visit from her at such a time was unusual, but not 
unprecedented. I said, " Pray, come in." My attire 
was tolerably complete, and perhaps I was not indis- 
posed to let people know what tremendous difficulties 
were entailed upon a gentleman by the possession of 
an obstinate beard. I was not prepared for her 
closing the door behind her, sinking into the nearest 
chair, and fanning herself, as though it had been 
midsummer, with her outspread fingers. I looked 
at her with a face all soap-suds and astonishment. 
"My dear Mrs. Myrtle, what is the matter?" 
" Oh, don't ask me, Master Peter," cried she, 
although she had come for no other purpose than to 
be cross-questioned. " Oh, pray, dou't, for it's more 
nor I can bear. Dearey me, if I ain't all of a 
twitter!" 

"Nothing the matter with your master," said I, 
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" surely ? I saw him out of the window a little whilo 
ago on the lawn, talking to one of the under-keepers 
of the Hall." 

" I dare say you did, sir," quoth Mrs. Myrtle, with 
one of those aggravated shudders which are generally 
produced by the anticipation of senna and salts. " No, 
master's all well, thank Heaven." 

"No bad news from Harley Street?" exclaimed 
I, laying down my razor in a tremor. "I trust Miss 

I mean that Mr. Mannaduke is as he should 

be." 

" For all that I know to the contrary, he is, sir," 
returned the housekeeper; "and likewise all friends." 
Mrs. Myrtle laid such an accent upon " friends " that 
my mind naturally rushed to the opposite. 

" You don't mean to say," said I, " that anything 
has happened to Sir Massingberd ?" 

Mrs. Myrtle had no voice to speak, but she nodded 
a number of times in compensation. 

" Is he Dead ? " asked I, very solemnly, for it was 
terrible to think of sudden death in connexion with 
that abandoned man. 

" Wus than dead, sir," returned the housekeeper ; 
" many times wus than dead ; Heaven forgive me for 
saying so. Sir Massingberd is Lost." 

"Lost!" repeated I ; "how? where?" 

" There is only One knows that, Master Peter ; 
but the Squire is not at the Hall, that's certain ; he 
never returned there last night, after he had gone his 
rounds in the preserves. He spoke with Bradford 
and two more of the keepers, and bade them keep a 
good look-out as usual ; but he did not come to the 
watchers in the Heme Plantation. He never got so 
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ne..u' the house as that ; nobody saw him since mid- 
night. Gilmore put out his cigars and spirits as 
usual for him in his room ; but they are untouched. 
The front door was not fastened on the inside ; Sir 
Massingberd never came in." 

Here I heard Mr. Long calling upon the stairs in 
a voice very different from his customary cheerful 
tones for Mrs. Myrtle. 

" Mercy me, I wonder whether there's anything 
new!" cried she, rising with great alacrity. "As 
soon as I knows it, you shall know it, Master Peter;" 
with which generous promise she hurried from the 
room. 

After this intelligence, shaving became an impos- 
sibility, and I hurried down as soon as I could into 
the breakfast-room. My tutor was standing at the 
window very thoughtful, and though he greeted me 
with his usual hilarity, it struck me that it was a 
little forced. 

" Why, you are early this morning, Peter ; and 
how profusely you have illustrated yourself with cuts; 
it is sad to see one so young with such a shaky hand. 
One would think you were one of the five-bottle-meu, 
like Sir — like Lord Stowell." 

He had been about to say " Sir Massingberd," I 
knew, and would on ordinary occasions not have 
hesitated to do so. 

"De peril it is nil nisi bonum?" quoth I inquiringly. 

" Oh, so you have heard of this nine hours' wonder, 
have you ? " returned my tutor. " Because our neigh- 
hour has chosen to leave home for a little, on some 
private business best known to himself, everybody 
will have it that he is Lost." 
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"But it does seem very extraordinary too," said 
I, " does it not ? He has never done so before, has 
he?" 

" Xot in all the years he has lived in Fairburn," 
returned my tutor musingly. 

" And he made no preparations, I suppose, for 
departure, did he ? Took no clothes with him ? " 

"Nothing, nothing," interrupted Mr. Long, pacing 
the room to and fro, with his hand to his forehead. 
"But he had money, you know; he was eager to get 
that money yesterday." 

" Then he would probably have hired a vehicle," 
urged I ; " Sir Massingberd is not the man to use his 
own legs, beyond the limit, that is, of his own lands. 
You have heard him say that he would never be seen 
on the road without four horses." 

Mr. Long continued his walk without reply, but I 
thought I perceived that he was not unwilling to have 
the subject discussed. He seemed to be eager to take 
as light a view of the matter as possible, although 
like one who contends against his own more sombre 
convictions. I, on the contrary, had that leaning 
towards the gloomy and mysterious not uncommon 
with young persons, and both imagined the worst, 
and endeavoured to picture it. 

"He Avent out after the poachers, did he not?" 
said I. 

" Yes, as usual," replied my tutor ; " he has done 
it before, scores of times." 

" The pitcher goes often to the well, but is broken 
at last," r 'turned I. "I should not be surprised if 
the wretched man has been murdered by some ol 
those against whom he waged such unceasing war." 
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" Then if so, he must have been shot, Peter," re 
turned the rector hastily ; " without firearms, it would 
have been hard to dispose of the gigantic baronet, 
armed as he doubtless was with his life-preserver 
Now no gun has been heard to go off by any one, 
although it was thought that Sir Massingberd ex- 
pected some raid to be made last night, by the gipsies 
or others ; at all events, he seemed more alert than 
usual, Oliver tells me." 

The gipsies ! My heart sank within me, as I 
thought of Rachel Liversedge consumed with the 
wrongs of her "little sister;" and of the young man, 
relative of that unhappy Carew whose life had been 
sworn away through the Squire's machinations. I 
had seen nothing of them since my memorable inter- 
view, but it was like enough that the tribe were yet 
in the neighbourhood. True, they had waited so 
long for vengeance, that it was not probable they 
should have set about it at this time ; but if Sir 
Massingberd had really come across them alone, while 
they were committing a depredation, violence might 
easily enough have ensued ; and if violence, murder. 
I was very glad that Mrs. Myrtle came in at this 
juncture with the eggs and buttered toast, and con- 
cealed my embarrassment. 

" No news, sir," said she lugubriously, as she 
placed the delicacies upon the table. " The last 
words were, 'Nothing has been heard of him.' " The 
housekeeper had established a system of communica- 
tion by help of her kitchen-maid and the stable-lad 
at the Hall, whereby she received bulletins, every 
quarter of an hour or so, with respect to Sir Massing- 
berd's mysterious disappearance. 
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" Well, no news is good news, you know," re- 
sponded Mr. Long gaily. " We should always look 
upon the bright side of things, Mrs. Myrtle." 

"Yes, sir; but when a thing ain't got a bright 
side," remarked the housekeeper, shaking her head. 
" Why, it's dreadful now he's Lost ; and it would be 
dreadful even if, after all, he was al " 

" Hush, hush, Mrs. Myrtle ; you don't know but 
you may be speaking of a poor soul that is gone to 
his accouut. Sir Massingberd is doubtless a bad man; 
but let us not call it dreadful if he should be permitted 
to return among us and have some time yet, it may 
be, to repent in." 

" Then you think he's dead and gone, do you, 
sir? Well, that's what I think; and that's what 
Patty thinks, too, and she's a very reasonable girl. 
' Them ravens,' says she to me, ' didn't come to that 
church tower for nothing ;' and though, of course, I 
told her to hold her tongue, and not talk folly like 
that, there was a good deal in what she said. Why, 
we have not had ravens here since Sir Went- 
worth came to his awful end in London. There 
was a mystery about that, too, wasn't there, sir ? 
Lawk-a-mercy ! Mr. Meredith, you gave me quite 
a turn." 

I had only said "Look there!" and pointed to the 
window, through which Gilmore and the head-keeper 
were seen approaching the Rectory, and engaged in 
close conversation. 

"I'll go with Patty and let them in," quoth Mrs. 
Myrtle, unconsciously betraying that she was unequal 
to opening the door alone in such an emergency. It 
is probable that, when it was opened, the incomers 
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and she had a great deal to talk about ; for they 
were not ushered into the breakfast-room for many 
minutes, and after the very moderate meal "which 
sufficed us both upon the occasion had long been 
finished. The butler and Oliver Bradford were by 
no means good friends, and it must have been some- 
thing portentous indeed which brought them to the 
llectory together. It was, in fact, their very rivalry 
which had produced the double visit. Each con- 
ceived himself to be the superior minister of the 
absent potentate, and called upon by that position to 
act in his master's behalf; aud give notice to neigh- 
bouring powers, such as the parson, of the event that 
had paralyzed affairs at the Hall. It seemed only 
natural (as he himself subsequently expressed it) to 
Oliver Bradford, who had been servant, man, and 
boy to the Heath family for nearly sixty years, that 
he should be the spokesman on an occasion such 
as this ; aud sleeking his scanty white hairs over 
his forehead with the palm of his hand, aud passing 
the back of it across his mouth, he commenced as 
follows : — 

" Muster Long, I make bold to come over here, 
having been upon the property going on for three- 
score years aud ten " 

" As out-door servant," interrupted Mr. Gilmore 
severely ; " but not as confidential in any way. Mr. 
LoDg, this old man here insisted upon accompany- 
ing me in the performance of my duty, and I have 
humoured him." 

" You've what ? " cried the ancient keeper ; 
"you've humoured me, you oily knave, have you? 
No, no, you never did that to Oliver Bradford. It 
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wasn't worth your while. I come here about my 
master's business, as a matter of right. Are a few 
years of truckling and helping the devil's hand, and 
feathering your own nest pretty comfortably, to be 
weighed against a lifetime of honest service ? Let 
Mr. Long here decide." 

"Look here, men," quoth my tutor, "it is no use 
quarrelling about precedence. You are both in the 
same service, and owe tbe same duty to your master. 
I know what has happened in a general way, and re- 
quire no long story from either of you. But you 
have doubtless each of you some information concern- 
ing this matter peculiar to your own positions, and I 
will ask you to communicate it in time. Twelve hours 
have not elapsed since your master's disappearance, a 
vry short time surely to set it down so decidedly to 
some fatal accident." 

" He was as regular in his rounds as clockwork," 
interposed the old keeper, shaking his head. "He 
would never have left the Home Spinney unvisited 
last night, if life had been in hina." 

" And if he had meant to leave Fairburn of his own 
head," added the butler, " he would have come back 
for his brandy before he started ; for all his hearty 
look Sir Massingberd could not get on long without 
that, and he would not have taken Grimjaw out with 
him neither." 

"Oh, the dog was with him, was it?" said my 
tutor musing. 

" It was not in the house, sir," replied Gilmore, 
" after Sir Massingberd had left. I went to make 
the fire in his sitting-room, and I noticed that the 
creature was neither on the hearthrug, nor nnder the 
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sofa, as is usually the case. I don't know when 1 
have known the dog go out with him o' nights before. 
When I went to open the front door as usual this 
morning, there was Grimjaw, nigh frozen to death." 

" Your master had made no sort of preparation, 
so far as you know, for his own departure any- 
where?" 

" None whatever. I set out his cigars for him, and 
I noticed that he had only put two in his case, a sure 
sign that he meant to return soon. Ho had no great 
coat, although it -was bitter cold." 

" Was he armed in any way ? " 

" No, sir ; that is to say, he had his life-preserver, 
of course, but no gun or pistol." 

" Had he any sum of money, or valuables of any 
kind about him, Gilmore? " 

" I don't think that is at all likely," replied the 
butler grinning. " We haven't seen money at the 
Hall this many a day. As for valuables, Sir Mas- 
singberd had his big gold chain on, with a silver 
watch at the end of it, borrowed from me years ago, 
and my property." 

It was remarkable how this ordinarily cautious and 
discreet person was changed in manner, as though 
he was well assured that he would never more have 
a master over him. Both Mr. Long and myself 
observed this. 

" What time was your master usually accustomed 
to return home from his rounds in the preserves? " 

" I did not sit up for him in general," returned 
Grilmore ; " but when I have chanced to be awake, 
and to hear him come in, it was never later than 
three o'clock. His ordinary time was about half- 
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)-~st twelve, but it depended on what time he started. 
He left the Hall last night at about ten, and should, 
therefore, have returned a little after midnight. I 
never set eyes on him since nine o'clock, when he 
was in his own sitting-room reading." 

" And when did you see him last, Bradford?" 

"When did I see Sir Massingberd Heath?" 
replied the old keeper, who had been chafing with 
impatience through his rival's evidence — "well, I 
see'd him last nine hours ago, at nearly twelve 
o'clock at night. I was on watch in the Old Planta- 
tion, and he came upon me sudden, as usual, with his 
long quick stride." 

" Was there anything at all irregular about his 
manner or appearance; anything in the least degree 
different from what you always saw upon these 
occasions?" 

" Nothing, whatever, sir. Look you, I knew my 
master well." [He had already begun to talk of him 
in the past tense !] " I could tell at a glance when 
he was put out more than usual, or when he had 
anything out of ordinary in hand ; he never swore, 
saving your reverence's presence, what you may call 
freely then. He might have knocked one down, 
likely enough, if you gave him the least cross, but he 
was not flush of his oaths. Now I never heard him 
in a better fettle in that respect than he was last 
night. He cussed the lad Jem Meyrick, who had 
come up to me away from Davit's Copse for a light 
to his pipe ; and he cussed me too, for giving it him, 
up hill and down dale, and in particular he cussed 
llrimjaw for being so old and slow that he couldn't 
keep up with him. Sir Massingberd never waited for 

p 
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hiro, of course ; but after he'd been with us a few 
minutes, the old dog came up puffin' and whcezin' ; 
and when the Squire left us, it followed him as well 
as it could, but with the distance getting greater 
between them at every step. I watched them, for the 
moon made it almost as light as day, going straight 
for the Wolsey Oak, which was the direct way for 
the Home Spinney; and that was where Sir Massing- 
berd meant to go last night, although he never got 
there, or leastways the watcher never saw him." 

" Have you any reason to believe, keeper, that 
there were poachers in any part of the preserves last 
night ? " 

" No, sir," replied Oliver, positively. " On the 
contrary, I knows there wasn't, although Sir Mas- 
siugberd was as suspicious of them as usual, or more 
so. Why, with Jack Larrup and Dick Swivel both 
in jail, and all the Larchers sent out of the parish, 
and Squat and Burchall at sea, where was they to 
come from ? " 

" Sir Massingberd must have had many enemies?" 
mused my tutor. 

" Ay, indeed, sir," replied old Oliver, pursing his 
lips; "he held his own with the strong hand; so 
strong, however, as no man would contend against 
him. If Sir Massingberd has been killed, Mr. Long, 
it was not in fair fight ; he was too much feared for 
that." 

" There has been a gang of gipsies about the place 
this long time, has there not ? " quoth my tutor. 

" There has, sir ; but don't you think of gipsies 
and this here matter of Sir Massingberd as having 
anything to do with one another. They're feeble. 
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feckless bodies at the best. They ain't even good 
poachers, although my master always bid ns beware 
of them. They would no more have ventured to 
meddle with the Squire, than a flock of linnets would 
attack a hawk, that's certain." 

My tutor had been setting down on paper brief 
notes of his conversation with these two men ; but 
he now put the writing away from him, and inquired 
what steps, in their judgment, ought to be taken in 
the matter, and when. 

" You know your master better than I. If he 
chanced to come back this afternoon, or to-morrow, 
or next day, from any expedition he may have chosen 
to undertake, would he not be much annoyed at any 
hue and cry having been made after him ? " 

"That he just would," obseived the keeper with 
emphasis. 

"I would not have been the man to make the 
fuss," remarked the butler, sardonically, " for more 
money than he has paid me these ten years." 

" In a word," observed my tutor, " you are both 
come here to shift the responsibility of a public 
search from your own shoulders to mine. Very 
good. I accept it. Let suflicient hands be procured 
at once, Bradford, to search the Chase and grounds, 
and drag the waters. And you, Gilmore, must 
accompany me, while I set seals on such rooms as 
may seem necessary up at the Hall." 

The butler was for moving away on the instant 
with a " Very well, sir," but Mr. Long added, " Please 
to wait in Mrs. Myrtle's parlour for me. We must 
go together." 

" I don't like the look of that man Gilmore at 
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all, sir,' observed I, when the two had left tho 
room. 

"No, nor I, Peter," returned my tutor, senten- 
tiously, as he set about collecting tapes and sealing- 
wax ; " I am afraid he is a rogue in grain." 

Now, that was not by any means, or rather was 
very far short of, what I meant to imply ; what I 
had had almost upon my burning lips was, " Don't 
you think he has murdered Sir Massingberd ?" But 
the moment had gone by for putting the question, 
even if Mr. Long had not begun to whistle — a sure 
sign with him that he did not wish to speak upon 
(lie matter any further, just at present 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE STONE GARDEN'. 

When Mr. Long took his departure with Gilmore, 
he did not ask me to accompany him, and assist in 
an undertaking which was likely to be somewhat 
laborious. Perhaps he wished if the baronet did 
chance to return in ?. fury, that he alone should bear 
the brunt of it. Perhaps he thought there might be 
things at the Hall I had better not see, or perhaps 
he wished to observe the butler's behaviour at leisure. 
I think, however, he could scarcely have expected me 
to stay at home with my books, while such doings 
as he had directed were on the point of taking place. 
Euripides was doubtless in his day a sensation dra- 
matist, but the atrocities of Medea could not enchain 
me, with so much dreadful mystery afoot in my im- 
mediate neighbourhood. Her departure through the 
air in a chariot drawn by winged dragons, was indeed 
a striking circumstance ; but how much more wonder- 
ful was the disappearance of Sir Massingberd, who 
had departed no man knew how ! 

The news had spread like wildfire through the 
village. Numbers of country folk were hanging 
about the great gates of the avenue, drinking in the 
impromptu information of the lodge-keeper; but 
they did not venture to enter upon the forbidden 
ground. The universal belief among them was, I 
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found, that their puissant lord would soon reveal 
himself. Doubting Castle, it was true, was for the 
present without its roaster, but it was too much to 
er.pect that he would not return to it. The whole 
community resembled prisoners in that fortress, who, 
although temporarily relieved of the tyrant's presence, 
had little hope but that he was only gone forth 
upon a ramble, and would presently return with re- 
newed zest for human flesh. The general consterna- 
tion, however, was extreme, and such as would pro- 
bably not have been excited by the sudden and un- 
explained removal of a far better man. The rumour 
had already got abroad that there was to be an im- 
mediate search in the park, and that Oliver Bradford 
had been empowered to select such persons as he 
thought fit to assist in the same. There were innu- 
merable volunteers for this undertaking, principally 
on account of the excessive attraction of the work 
itself, which promised some ghastly revelation ; and 
secondarily, for the mere sake of getting into Fair- 
burn Chase at all — a demesne as totally unknown 
to the majority of those present as the Libyan Desert. 
The elders indeed remembered the time when a 
public footpath ran right through the Chase, "close 
by the Heronry, and away under the Wolsey Oak, 
and so through Davit's Copse, into the high road 
to Crittenden," said one, " whereby a mile aud a 
half was wont to be saved." "Ay, or two mile," 
quoth another ; " and Lawyer Moth always said as 
though the path was ours by right, until Sir Massing- 
berd got his son made a king's clerk in Loudon, 
wlv'ch shut his mouth up and the path at the same 
time." 
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"Ay," said a third, mysteriously, "and it ain't too 
late to try the matter again, in case the property has 
got into other hands." 

This remark brought back at onco the immediate 
cause of their assembling together, and I began to 
be made the victim of cross-examination. To avoid 
being compelled to give my own opinion (which I 
had already begun to think a slander) upon the 
matter in hand, I took my leave as quietly as could 
be, and escaped, whither they dared not follow me, 
through the griffin-guarded gates. All within was, 
as usual, silent and deserted. A few leaves were 
still left to flutter down in eddies from the trees, or 
hop and rustle on the frosty ground, but their scarcity 
looked more mournful than utter bareness would 
have done. It was now the saddest time of all the 
year ; the bleak east wind went wailing overhead ; 
and underneath, the soil was black with frost. In- 
stead of pursuing the avenue to the front dcor of the 
Hall, where, as it seemed, I was not wanted, I took 
a foot-track to the left, which I knew led to that 
bowling-green whither I had been previously invited 
by Sir Massingberd, although I had not taken ad- 
vantage of his rare courtesy. If he did now appear, 
no matter in what state of mental irritation, he could 
scarcely quarrel with me for doing the very thing 
he had asked me to do. Had I known, however, the 
character of the place in which I found myself, I 
should have reserved my visit for a less eerie and 
mysterious occasion. 

The time of year, it is true, had no unfavourable 
influence upon the scene that presented itself, for 
all was clothed in garments of thickest green. Vast 
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walls of yew shut in on every side a lawn of perfect 
smoothness ; everything proclaimed itself to belong 
to that portion of the Hall property which was 
" kept up " by subsidy from without. The quaint 
oak-seats, though old, were in good repair ; the yew 
hedges clipped to a marvel. Still nothing could 
exceed the sombre and funeral aspect of the spot. 
It seemed impossible that such a sober game as 
bowls could ever have been played there, or jest and 
laughter broken that awful stillness. The southern 
yew-screen was in a crescent form, at the ends of 
which were openings unseen from within the enclosed 
space. Passing through one of these, I came upon 
what was called the Stone Garden. It took its 
name from four stone terraces, from the highest of 
which I knew that there must be a very extensive 
view. This space was likewise covered with yew 
trees, clipped and cut in every conceivable form, 
after the vile taste of the seventeenth century. There 
was something weird in the aspect of those towering 
Kings and Queens — easily recognizable, however, for 
what they were intended — and of those maids of 
honour, with their gigantic ruffs and farthingales. 
One was almost tempted to imagine that they had 
been human once, and been turned into yew trees for 
their sins. The old area was black with them ; and 
a sense of positive oppression, notwithstanding the 
eager air which caught me sharply whenever I lost 
the shelter of one of these ungainly forms, led me on 
to the top terrace, where one could breathe freely, 
and have something else than yews to look upon. 

Truly, from thence the scene was wide and fair. 
I stood at the extremity of the pleasure-grounds 
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most remote from the Hall, and with my back to it. 
Before me lay a solitary tract of wooded park, 
thickly interspersed with planted knolls and coppices. 
Immediately beneath me was the thicket called the 
Home Spinney, the favourite haunt of hare and 
pheasant, and the spot in all the Chase most cherished 
by Sir Massingberd. He would have resented a 
burglary, I do believe, with less of fury than any 
trespass upon that sacred ground. Beyond the 
Spinney, and standing by itself, far removed from 
any other tree, was the famous Wolsey Oak. Why 
called so, I have not the least idea, for it had the 
reputation of being a vast deal older than the days 
of the famous Cardinal. Many a summer had it 
seen — 

" When the monk was fat, 

And issuing shorn and sleek, 
Would twist his girdle tight, and pat 

The girls upon the cheek ; 
Ere yet, in scorn of Peter's Pence, 

And nuraber'd bead and shrift, 
Bluff Harry broke into the spence, 

And turned the cowls adrift." 

Yet still was it said to be as whole and sound as a 
bell. It was calculated to measure over fourteeu 
yards in circumference, and that for many feet from 
its base; while its height, although it had lost some 
of its upper branches, still far exceeded that of any 
other of its compeers. Beyond this tree, but at 
another great interval, was the wood known as the 
Old Plantation, where Oliver Bradford had last seen 
his master alive. I was looking down, then, upon 
the very route which Sir Massiu berd had been seen 
to commence, but which he had never ended. It was 
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to the Home Spinney he had been apparently bound, 
when something — none knew what — had changed his 
purpose. He would probably have passed through 
it, and come up by that winding path yonder to the 
spot where I now stood ; it was the nearest way 
home for him. Perhaps he had done so, although it 
was unlikely, since the watcher had not seen him. 
Perhaps those very yews behind me had concealed 
his murderers. Shut in by those unechoing walls ot 
living green, no cry for aid would have been heard, 
even if Sir Massingberd had been the man to call for 
it; he would most certainly have never asked for 
mercy. But hark ! what was that sound that froze 
the current of my blood, and set my heart beating 
and fluttering like the wings of a prisoned bird 
against its cage? Was it a strangled cry for "Help!" 
repeated once, twice, thrice, or Avas it the wintry 
wind clanging and grinding the naked branches of 
the Spinney? A voice had terrified me in Fairburn 
Chase once before, which had turned out to be no 
mere fancy ; but there was this horror about the 
present sound, that I seemed to dimly recognize it. 
It was the voice of Sir Massingberd Heath, with an 
awful change in it, as if a powerful hand were 
tightening upon his throat. It seemed, as I have 
said, to come from the direction of the copse beneath, 
and yet I determined to descend into it, rather than 
thread again the mazes of those melancholy yews. 
The idea of my assistance being really required never 
entered into my thoughts ; what I wanted was to 
escape from this solitude, peopled only with un- 
earthly cries, and regain the companionship of my 
fellow-creatures. How I regretted having left tho 



THE STONE GARDEN. 219 

society of those honest folk outside the gates ! To 
remain where I was, was impossible; I should have 
gone mad. Fortunately, the Spinney was well-nigh 
leafless, and a bright but wintry sun penetrated it 
completely. I fled over its withered and frosty 
leaves, looking neither to left nor right, till I leaped 
the deep ditch that formed its southern boundary, 
and found myself in the open; then I stopped indeed 
quite short, for, before me, not ten paces from the 
Spinney, from which he must have just emerged, lay 
the body of Grimjaw. It was still warm, but lifeless. 
There were no marks of violence about him; the 
struggle to extricate himself from the ditch, it is 
probable, had cost the wretched creature his little 
remaining vitality, weakened as he must have doubt- 
less been by his previous night's lodging on the cold 
stone steps. But how had he come thither, who 
never moved anywhere out of doors, except with Sir 
Ma- -ingberd or Gilmore? and whither, led perhaps 
by some mysterious instinct, was he going Avhea 
death had overtaken him — an easy task — and glazed 
that solitary eye, which had witnessed so much which 
was still a mystery to man? 

Was it possible that he had perished in endea- 
vouring to obey his master's, cry for aid? that terrible 
"Help! help!" which rang in my cars a while ago, 
as I stood in the Stone Garden, .and which rings, 
through half a century, in them now' 
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THE SEARCH. 



Shrinking away from the body of the unhappy 
Grimjaw, and fleeing from the solitary spot in which 
it lay, I ran down towards the Heronry, where, in 
the distance, I could now perceive a number of per- 
sons assembled upon the lake-side. Below and above 
it, the stream flowed on as usual; but the larger area 
of water, which contained the island, was frozen over 
with a thin coating of ice. This was being broken 
by men armed with long and heavy poles, after which 
the work of dragging the water was commenced. 
The scene was as desolate as the occupation was 
ghastly and depressing. Perched upon stony slabs 
of their now leafless home, the huge birds watched 
the proceedings with grave and serious air : at first, 
they imagined, I think, that the thing was done for 
their own behoof, and to the end that they might 
supply themselves with fish as usual; but the ap- 
pearance of the grappling-irons disabused them of 
this idea. Now one, and now another, unable to 
restrain their curiosity, would rise slowly and warily 
into the air, and making a circuit over our heads, 
return to their old position to reflect, with head 
aside, upon what they had seen. The presence as 
spectators of these gigantic creatures, certainly in- 
creased the weird and awful character of the employ- 
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meat in which Ave were engaged, and struck quite a 
terror into the village folk, who were unaccustomed 
to see them in such clone proximity. Still the work 
was not gone about by any means in reverent and 
solemn silence. If any man wishes his neighbours 
to speak their mind about him thoroughly and unre- 
servedly, I should say, judging from what I heard on 
that occasion, Let him disappear, and be dragged for. 
It is not so certain he is dead, that any delicacy need 
be exercised in telling the severest truths about him; 
nor yet is there sufficient chance of his reappearance 
to make folks reticent through fear. Only when 
the drags halted a little, meeting with some hidden 
obstruction, all tongues were silent, and pale faces 
clustered about the toilers, expecting that the dread- 
ful thing they sought was about to be brought to 
land. 

" I thought we had him then," said one of the 
men, after an occasion of this sort; "but it was only 
a piece of stone." 

" It might have been his heart, for all that," 
muttered another, cynically; and a murmur of "Ay, 
that's true," went round them all. 

" Has anybody been about the Home Spinney this 
morning?" inquired I of Oliver Bradford, who had 
just given up his place at the ropes to a fresh 
man. 

" No, sir, nor last night either, as it turns out. It 
will be bad for somebody if Sir Massingberd does 
return, and finds out that the watcher who ought to 
have been there was wiled away elsewhere by what 
he thought was poachers holloing to one another — ■ 
some owl's cry, as I should judge. And to-day, I 
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doubt if a creature has been near the place, for nono 
of my men seem to fancy going there alone." 

"And who ivas the -watcher there last night, 
Oliver?" 

" Well, sir, we must not make mischief; he was a 
young chap new at the business, a sort of grand-nevvy 
of mine by the wife's side. He'll do better next 
time, will young Dick Westlock. He was over-eager, 
that's all. And when you hear a cry in these woods, 
unless you are thoroughly accustomed to them, it 
may lead you a pretty dance : it takes a practised ear 
to tell rightly where it comes from." 

"You should know me better, Bradford," returned 
I, " than to suppose I would bring a lad to harm by 
mentioning such a matter; but I should like to ask 
him a question or two, if you will point him 
out." 

" There he is then, sir," answered Oliver, pointing 
to a good-looking, honest lad enough, but one who 
perhaps Avould scarcely have been considered suffi- 
ciently old for so trustworthy a part as sentinel of 
the home preserves, had he not been grand-nephew 
to the head keeper. 

" Why, Dick," said I, " your uncle tells me that 
you took an owl for a poacher last night, and followed 
his voice all over the Chase." 

"It Avasn't no owl, sir," quoth Dick, stoutly; "it 
were the voice of a man, whosoever it was." 

"Don't thee be a fool!" exclaimed his uncle, 
roughly. "I tell thee it was a bird, and called like 
this;" and the keeper gave a very excellent imitation 
of the cry of an owl. 

This was not greatly unlike the sound which had 
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so recently affrighted my own ears; but then owls 
rarely cry in the day-time. 

"Dick," cried I, "never mind your uncle; listen 
to me. If you thought it was a human voice, what 
do you think it said?" 

"Well, I can't rightly say as it said anything; it 
seemed to me to be a sort of wobbling in the throat; 
and I thought it might be a sound among some 
poaching fellars, made with a bird-call, or the like of 
that." 

" Supposing it said any word at all, Dick, what 
word was it most like?" 

Mr. Richard Westlock looked as nonplussed and 
embarrassed as though I had propounded to him 
some extremely complicated riddle. 

"Was it anything like 'Hel— p, hel— p'?" said I, 
imitating as well as I could those terrible tones. 

" Bless my body," quoth Mr. Richard, slapping 
his legs with his hands, in admiration of my sagacity, 
" if them ain't the very words as it did say!" 

" What think you of that, Oliver Bradford ? " 
inquired I, gravely. 

"As the bell tinks, so the fool thinks," responded 
the head keeper, sententiously. " If you had asked 
Dick whether the word wasn't ' Jerusalem,' he would 
have said, 'Ay, that was the very word.'" 

" Still," urged I, " since there may be something 
more than fancy in the thing, and the voice, if it was 
one, could not have come from under water, let 
the Park woods be thoroughly searched at once. 
There are men enough outside the gates to do that, 
without suspending the work that is going on here; 
and why should we lose time?" 
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The head keeper sulkily muttered something about 
not wanting a caddel of people poking their noses 
into every part of Fairburn Chase; then with earnest 
distinctness, as though tbe thought had only just 
struck him, " Besides, Mr. Meredith, let me tell you 
that they may get to know more than is good for 
them." 

At these words, I cast an involuntary glance at 
the plantation within a few hundred feet of us, in the 
recesses of which dwelt Sinnamenta, Lady Heath. 

" You may know, sir," continued the keeper, 
translating my thought, " but everybody don't know, 
and it's much better that they shouldn't." 

Certainly the objection was a grave one, and I 
was glad enough to perceive Mr. Long coming down 
from the Hall towards us — an authority by whom 
the question could be decided. 

" You had better ask him yourself, Oliver," said 
I ; for as my tutor had never spoken to me of the 
existence of the unfortunate maniac, I did not like to 
address him upon the subject. Bradford therefore 
went forward to meet him; and after they had had 
some talk together, Mr. Long beckoned me to him. 

" I think with you, Peter," said he, " that in any 
case, Ave should lose no time in searching the Chase. 
If we do not discover what we seek, we can scarcely 
fail to find some trace of a struggle, if struggle there 
has been, between such a man as Sir Massingberd 
and whoever may have assailed him. If he has 
been murdered, it is, of course, just possible that the 
assassins threw the body into the water, although not 
here, since the ice would scarcely have formed over it 
like this; otherwise, they could not have removed it 
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without leaving some visible trace. Do you, Brad- 
ford, and a couple of your own men, examine that 
plantation yonder thoroughly, so that it need not be 
searched again ; and in the meantime I will go and 
fetch more help." 

I have taken part, in my time, in many a " quest " 
for game, both large and little ; I have sought on 
foot in the rock- crannies of the north for the hill-fox ; 
I have penetrated the tangled jungles of Hindustan 
for tiger; I have stood alone, gun in hand, on the 
skirts of a tropical forest, not knowing what bird or 
beast the beaters within might chance at any moment 
to drive forth ; but I have never experienced such 
excitement as that which I felt when, one of forty 
men, I walked from end to end of Fairburn Chase in 
search of its lost master. 

In one long line, and at the distance of about 
twenty yards from one another, we plodded on slowly 
and steadily, and with eyes that left no bush unexa- 
mined. This work, which in summer would have 
been toil indeed, was rendered comparatively easy by 
the bareness of the reason ; the frost, too, made 
the swamps in the hollows safe to the tread, and the 
tangled underwood brittle before us. Many a sunken 
spot we found hidden in brake and brier, and scarcely 
known to the keepers themselves, such as might 
easily have held, and we could not but thiuk how 
fitly, the Thing we feared to find ; and sometimes, 
when one man called to his neighbours, the whole 
line would halt, and each could scarcely restrain him- 
self from running in, and seeing with his own eyes 
what trace of the missing man it was which had pro- 
voked the exclamation. We began at the outskirts 

Q 
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of the Park, and worked towards the Hall, so that 
the Home Spinney, which was the likeliest spot of 
all, since he had been last seen going in that direction, 
was reserved for the end. As the men approached 
it, the excitement increased ; they almost ran over 
the large open space in which stood the Wolsey 
Oak, extending its gnarled and naked arms aloft, as 
if in horror ; but when they searched the coppice 
itself, and found the body of Grimjaw, stiffened into 
stone since I last saw it, many of them were not so 
eager to push on. I had omitted to tell them of the 
wretched animal's death, and the effect of the sight 
upon them was really considerable. 

That " the hand of little employment hath the 
daintier sense," is in nothing more true than in the 
emotion produced by the sufferings or decease of 
animals upon gentle folks and upon labouring per- 
sons. Greater familiarity with such spectacles, and, 
perhaps, too, a larger experience of hardship and 
sorrow among his own fellow-creatures — which natu- 
rally tends to weaken his sense of pity for mere 
animals — prevents the peasant from being moved at 
all by some sights at which his superiors would be 
really shocked : a dead horse lying in the road is, to 
the stonebreaker, a dead horse, and nothing more; 
whereas, to him who goes by on wheels, unless he is 
a veterinary surgeon, the sight is positively distress- 
ing. I am sure that the spectacle of half-a-dozen 
ordinary dead dogs would not have affected Oliver 
Bradford, for instance, in the least, while if they had 
been "lurchers," and given to poaching practices, 
such a funeral scene would have afforded him un- 
mixed satisfaction. But when he saw Grimjaw lying 
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dead, and frozen, he shook his head very gravely, and 
bade us mark his words, " That that ere dog didn't die 
for nothing, but for a sign ; that he would never have 
died, not he, if his master and constant companion 
had still had breath in him ; and more than that, we 
should find, Ave might take his word for it, that that 
there body, and that of Sir Massingberd Heath, were 
not very far from one another." 

There were murmurs of hushed and awe-struck 
adhesion to these remarks, but not a dissentient voice 
in all the company ; and in a frame of mind which 
would now undoubtedly be called " sensational," and 
not in a broken line of march, as heretofore, but 
almost shoulder to shoulder, we entered the Home 
Spinney. 



CHAPTER XXI II. 

WHAT AVAS IN THE COVERED CART. 

If this true narrative of mine should chance to find 
its channel of publication in a hebdomadal periodical, 
and the end of the last chapter coincide with the end 
of the week, I am afraid I shall have unduly aroused 
the expectation of my readers, and kept them upon 
tenter-hooks during that period upon false pretences, 
or rather what may seem to be so. They will doubt- 
less have promised themselves some ghastly spectacle 
(and I give them my honour that if they will only 
have patience they shall have it) to be presented in 
the very next page or two. It may disappoint them 
temporarily, to hear that though we searched the 
coppice, tree by tree, and left not one heap of leaves 
unstirred by our feet, that we found nothing, nothing. 
And yet I will venture to say, that if we had come 
upon that sight which all were so prepared for, the 
stiffened limbs of murdered Sir Massingberd, with 
his cruel face set for ever in death, and his hard eyes 
cowling up at the sky, it would scarcely have filled 
s with greater awe. It would have been a terrible 
ight, doubtless, but with every minute the terror 
would have faded, until at last it might have even 
melted into pity. He could at least have hurt no 
man more, being dead. But now that he was only 
Lost — still Lost — Ave looked at one another Avith 
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dumb surprise, and over our own shoulders with 
misgivings. He was not above ground in all Fair- 
burn Chase, that was certain ; nor under water, for 
the dragging-parties had discovered no more than 
we. Any idea of suicide was quite out of the ques- 
tion ; Sir Massingberd Heath was the last man to 
leave life before he was summoned, even if he really 
felt, as he averred, that there was no sort of risk in 
doing so. Wicked men have a tolerably high opinion 
of this world, notwithstanding their low views of the 
people that inhabit it ; and the French philosopher 
who put an end to his not invaluable existence upon 
the ground that he had had enough of everything, 
was an exceptional case. 

At the same time, the probabilities were im- 
mensely against the baronet's having voluntarily 
undertaken any expedition, considering the circum- 
stances under which he must have set out — on foot, 
fatigued, and at so late an hour. If secrecy had been 
his object, it would have been far more easily secured 
by his departure at a less extraordinary time. In 
the meanwhile, day after day passed by without any 
tidings, and the mystery of his disappearance deep- 
ened and spread. Mr. Long was rather reserved 
upon the matter at first, professing to entertain little 
doubt that the wilful Squire would presently return, 
malicious and grim as ever ; but as time went on, he 
began to grow uneasy, and seemed to find relief in 
conversing upon the subject, and suggesting more 
or less impossible contingencies. 

"Do you remember, Peter," said he one morning 
at breakfast-time, " reading out to me, some mouths 
aire, an account of the murder of a certain lieutenant 
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of the coast-guard by smugglers on the east coast ; 
how he oppressed them and treated them with unne- 
cessary cruelty for many, many months, until at last 
they took him away out of his bed by force, and 
carried him no man knew whither, and put him to 
death with tortures ? " 

" Yes," returned I, " perfectly well. They buried 
the poor wretch up to his neck in the sea-sand, and 
bowled stones at his head." 

" Well, Peter, that frightful scene is constantly 
representing itself whenever I shut my eyes ; only 
the head is that of Sir Massingberd. You cannot 
imagine how distressing it is to me now to go to bed, 
with the expectation of this re-enacting itself before 
I can get to sleep." 

" Dear me, how dreadful !" returned I. " But does 
not the fact of your only recognizing the victim, con- 
vince you of the unreality of the thing ? If you knew 
the faces of the smugglers, then indeed " 

"I do know them, Peter," interrupted my tutor 
gravely ; " that is the worst of it ; although it should, 
as you say, rather convince me of the imaginary cha- 
racter of the scene, since the actors in it have long 
been dead and gone, I believe. They are not smug- 
glers, but gipsies. There is one Carew in particular, 
one unhappy man, into whose history I need not 
enter, but who once incurred the baronet's vengeance, 
and I am afraid it is but too likely perished in conse- 
quence. It is a sad story of deception on both sides ; 
but it is certain that Sir Massingberd richly earned 
the hatred of the wandering people. I have no right, 
of course, to make any such charge, but, Peter, I 
cannot help thinking that it is they who have made 
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away with the Squire. I casually inquired in the 
village yesterday about the tribe that generally in- 
habit the fir-grove on the Crittenden Road, and it 
seems they left the place by night, on or about the 
very date of Sir Massingberd's disappearance." 

My heart grew cold and heavy as a stone at these 
words, delivered though they were with vagueness, 
and without any threat of action to follow them, for 
the suspicion which my tutor now suggested had 
long ago taken firm root in my own mind. I would 
not, however, have given expression to it upon any 
account, and my present wish was to do away with 
this notion of the rector's as much as possible. I 
would not, perhaps, have assisted in the escape of the 
Cingari from punishment, if punishment they de- 
served, but neither would I have put out my hand to 
deliver them up. The law had taken its wicked will 
of them often enough already, and in connexion with 
this very man. 

" Those who know these people best," said I, 
" such as Bradford and the keepers, do not think it 
at all probable that they would have had the courage 
to face Sir Massingberd. Even if they possessed it, 
what could they have done but have slain him ? and 
if slain, where have they put him to?" 

" God alone knows," said my tutor, solemnly ; 
"but the man at the pike at Crittenden says, I 
believe, that they had a covered cart with them, 
which they have never been known to have before." 

1 murmured something to the eflect that the 
winter was coming on, and that it was likely enough 
that they should have procured for themselves some 
peripatetic shelter of that kind ; but a nameless 
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horror took hold upon me, in spite of myself, when 
Mr. Long rejoined, that he should think it his duty 
to have the gipsies followed, and a thorough exami- 
nation of their effects to be made. I had not another 
word to say. I seemed already to see poor old Rachel 
Liversedge standing in the felon's dock, avowing 
and glorying in her guilt, and defiant of the sentence 
which would consign her and hers to the same fate 
that had overtaken, with no such justice, Stanley 
Carew. Any hope of escape for them, I knew, was 
out of the question. They had not the means for 
speedy travel, while, iu those days of superstition 
and intolerance, the Cingari were an object of ani- 
madversion and alarm, whithersoever they moved. 
That very day — acting upon information received 
concerning their present whereabouts — Mr. Long set 
out on horseback, accompanied by the parish con- 
stable, and came up with the party whom he sought 
upon a certain common within twenty miles of Fair- 
burn. The tribe, of whom I had only seen three grown- 
up members, were tolerably numerous, and the con- 
stable evinced his fitness for being a peace-officer by 
counselling the rector to do nothing rash, at least 
until reinforcements should permit of his doing so 
with safety. The sight, however, of the covered cart, 
placed, as it seemed, jealously in the very centre of 
the encampment, was too much for Mr. Long, who, 
to do him justice, was as bold as a lion, except where 
conventional " position," as in the case of Sir Mas- 
singberd, made him indisposed for action. He turned 
his horse straight for the desired object, in spite of 
the threatening looks of several men, who Avere tin- 
kering about an immense fire, and was only stopped 
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by the youngest of them starting up, and laying his 
hand imperatively upon his bridle-rein. 

" Have you a warrant, Mr. Long," inquired the 
gipsy, sternly, "that you ride through our camp, when 
all the rest of the common is open to you, and wish to 
pry into that poor place yonder, which is all we have 
of house and home ? " 

The rector had no sort of right for what he did, 
and was therefore proportionally indignant. 

" Unhand my bridle, sirrah ! " cried he. " What is 
your name who seem to know mine so well, and yet 
who knows me so little, that you can imagine I 
am here in any other cause than that of Right and 
Justice ? " 

" My name is Walter Carew," replied the gipsy, 
still retaining his hold. 

" Then that is warrant sufficient for what I do," 
cried my tutor, excitedly, and raising his riding-whip 
as he spoke. 

The swarthy face of the gipsy gleamed with pas- 
sion, and his unoccupied right hand sought his side, 
as if for a weapon. Mischief would undoubtedly 
have ensued, but that at that moment the curtains of 
the covered cart were parted by a skinny hand, and 
the voice of Rachel Liversedge was heard bidding the 
young man let the bridle go, and not spill parson's 
blood, which was as bad as wasting milk and water. 
Then she added, with mock courtesy: "Pray, come 
hither, Mr. Long : our doors are always open, and 
there can be no intrusion where there are only females 
and sickness." 

"If that be all," returned my tutor, in a softened 
tone, for though somewhat arbitrary, as it would now 
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be thought, towards his inferiors, he was ever gentle 
to the sex; " if that indeed be all, I shall not inflict 
ray presence upon you long." x 

With those words, he threw himself from his horse, 
and climbed up ii.to the cart; it was rather a roomy 
one, but all that ■* as in it was clearly to be seen at 
the first glance. It was carpeted with rushes a foot 
thick, from Avhicl Rachel Liversedge was busily en- 
gaged in weaving ;hair-bottoms. Opposite to her sat 
another female, e tgaged with the same articles, but 
constructing out oi them crowns and necklaces, which, 
though they did jot very much resemble the orna- 
ments for which they were intended, appeared to 
afford her exquisb a satisfaction. 

" Why don't you introduce me, Rachel ?" exclaimed 
she, testily, as M) Long looked in. " Don't you see 
the gentleman ) s bowing ? Sinnamenta — Lady 
Heath." The secret of the gipsies' sudden removal, 
as well as of their use of the vehicle which had 
excited his suspicions, was at once apparent to the 
rector. 

" Is she better, happier in your custody? " inquired 
my tutor, in a whisper, of the chair-maker. " God 
knows I would not disturb her if she be." 

" My little sister is not beaten now," observed 
Rachel, bitterly; "although, of course, we have not 
those luxuries with which her husband has always 
surrounded her." 

" Only four times, Sister Rachel ! " observed the 
afflicted one, in a tone of remonstrance; "one, two, 

1 In those days, it was not thought incumbent upon ministers of 
the Gospel to look after gipsy-folk, whose souls, in case they had 
any, were not opined to be much worth saving. 
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three, four ; " checking them off on her poor fingers, 
covered with worthless gewgaws. " I don't consider 
Gilmore's beatings anything, only Sir Massing- 
berd's." 

" May God's curse have found him ! " exclaimed 
Rachel Liversedge, fervently; " may He have avenged 
her wrongs upon him at last ! Don't look at me, 
sir, as though I were a witch wishing a good man ill. 
I wish I were a witch. How he should pine, and 
rave, and writhe, and suffer ten thousand deaths in 
one ! " 

She spoke with such hate and fury, that Mr. Long 
involuntarily cast once more a suspicious glance 
around him, as though in reality she possessed the 
means of vengeance which she so ardently desired. 
" Did you expect to find him here ? " continued she. 
" That was it, was it? I wish you had. I would 
that I had his fleshless bones to show you. It is not 
my fault that I have them not, be sure. If there 
were any manliness left among my people — but there 
is not; they are curs all — if any memory of the per- 
secuted and the murdered had dwelt within them, as 
with me, let alone this work of his," she pointed to 
her unconscious sister, " for which, had he done 
nought else, I would have torn his heart out; — he 
would not have lived thus long by forty year^. For 
aught we know, however, he lives yet; only hearing 
he was gone, we went and took my little sister from 
her wretchedness, and thus will keep her if you give 
us leave, you Christian gentlemen. Where he may 
be, wo know not; we only hope that in some hateful 
spot — in hell, if such a place there be — he may bo 
6ulfering uuimagined pains." 



236 LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 

The fervour and energy of her words, however 
reprehensible in a moral point of view, were such as 
left no doubt in the mind of Mr. Loug that the gipsy 
woman spoke truth. Assuring her, therefore, that 
so far as he was concerned, she should not be mo- 
lested in the custody of her unfortunate sister, my 
tutor rode back to Fairburn, relieved from the dread 
burden of his late suspicion, but more at his wit's end 
for an elucidation of the disappearance of Sir Mas- 
singberd than ever. Right glad was I to hear that 
his errand among my dusky friends had been bootless ; 
but by the next morning's post I had received bitter 
news from Harley Street. A copy of that menacing 
epistle which I had so unwittingly enclosed to Mnr- 
maduke from his uncle, reached me from Mr. Gerard. 
His words were kind, and intended to be comfortiug. 
He knew, of course, that I had been deceived ; he 
well knew, and they all knew, he said, that my hand 
was the last to do Marmaduke hurt, to do aught but 
protect and uphold him. But I could see that some 
grievous harm had occurred, nevertheless, through 
me, as Sir Massingberd's catspaw. It was more ap- 
parent to me because there was not one accompanying 
word from my dear friend himself, whom I knew too 
well to imagine capable of blaming me. It was 
most apparent of all, because of the postscript written 
in Lucy's own hand — so fair, so clear, so brave, so 
like her own sweet self, saying that I must not re- 
proach myself because I had been overreached by a 
baseman. "Marmaduke will write soon," she said; 
" he does not love you less because he is silent upon 
this matter, and must be kept so for a little while." 
He was ill, then, thanks to my dull wits; and out of 
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pity she had written " Marniaduke." Ah mo, would 
/ not have been ill! Would I not have welcomed 
kinship with a score of wicked uncles for such pity ! 
" He does not love you less because he is silent ; " 
was that a quotation culled from her own heart's 
whisperings ? 

"A most unfortunate business," said Mr. Long, 
reflectively, when he had possessed himself of this 
intelligence. "That letter of Sir Massingberd's will 
undo all the good of the last twelve months. With 
what a devilish ingenuity for torment has he framed 
every phrase. ' My arm will reach you wheresoever 
you are; at the time you least expect it, and from the 
quarter to which you have least looked. However 
Well it may seem to be ivith you, it will not be Well.' 
How thoroughly he knew his nephew ! This 
will make Marmaduke Heath a wretched man for 
life." 

" Not if Sir Massingberd be dead," said I, " and can 
be proved to be so." 

"That is true," responded my tutoi', drily; then 
added, without, I think, intending me to hear it, 
" But what will be worse than anything, is this doubt 
as to whether he be dead or not." 

" I felt convinced of this too, and bowed my head 
in sorrow and silence. There was a long pause. 
Then my tutor suddenly started up, and exclaimed, 
with animation, " Peter, will you go with me to 
London ? I certainly shall be doing more good 
there, just now, than here; and I think that your 
presence will be welcome, nay, needful, in Harley 
Street." 

" I shall be ready to start this very evening/' 
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returned I, thinking of the mail which passed at 
night. 

" We will be off within an hour," replied my tutor ; 
"I will order posters from the inn at once. Too much 
time has been lost already; we should have started 
when Sir Massingberd himself did." 

" Do you think he is gone to town, then, with any 
evil purpose ? " inquired I, aghast. 

" If he has gone at all, it is certain it is for no 
good," rejoined the rector, gravely. " It is more than 
likely that this disappearance may be nothing but a 
ruse to throw us off our guard. The cat that despaired 
of attaining her end by other means, pretended to be 
dead." 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

TKE PROCESSION. 

At the time of which I write, a dweller in the mid- 
lauds who wanted to go to town, did not drive down 
to the nearest railway station, to be transported from 
thence by the fiery dragon to his destination. Rail- 
ways had been long heard of, and indeed there was 
one within twenty miles of Fairburn, which we should 
now call a tramway only, for engine it had none. 
Locomotives were the subject of debate in scientific 
circles, and of scorn among the rest of the community. 
A journey such as that my tutor and myself were 
about to undertake, is scarcely to be understood by 
readers of the present generation. jSTot only did it 
consume an amount of time which would now suffice 
for six times the distance, but it was surrounded by 
difficulties and dangers that have now no existence 
whatever — " extinct Satans," as a writer calls them, 
who is now scarcely held to be " modern," but who 
at that time had never written a line. The coach for 
which Mr. Long had thought it advisable not to wait, 
had met in its time with a thousand-and-one strange 
casualties, and the guard was a very Scheherazade 
at relating them. The " Highflyer '' had come to 
dreadful grief in racing with an empty stomach, but 
many " outsides," against its rival, the "Rapid," which 
traversed a portion of the same road. It had often to 
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open both its doors, to let the water through, in cross- 
ing Crittenden Ford, by neglect of which precaution 
upon one occasion, four " insides " had the misfortuno 
to be suffocated. It had been dug out of snow-drifts 
a hundred times, and now and then it had not been 
dug out, and the passengers had been frost-bitten. In 
winter it was usual enough for them to spend a day 
or two perforce at some country inn, because the 
roads were " not open." The " Highflyer " had once 
\>een attacked by a tiger (out of a travelling caravan), 
which killed the off-leader; but this was an excep- 
tional adventure. It was attacked by highwaymen at 
least once a year, but in this respect was considered 
rather a fortunate coach. Only a few weeks pre- 
viously, there had been found by the reapers, in one 
of Farmer Arabel's wheat-fields, mail-bags with letters 
containing many thousand pounds in drafts and bills, 
which had been taken by gentlemen of the road from 
the custody of the guard of the " Highflyer" in the 
early summer. These persons had gone into the 
standing wheat to divide their booty, and left there 
what was to them unvaluable property, or too difficult 
to negotiate. 

In the two trips I had already taken to the metro- 
polis, I had gone by this curious conveyance, of which 
all Fairburn had something to say; but I was now to 
journey even more gloriously still. So thoroughly 
had Mr. Long got to be convinced that some imme- 
diate danger was imminent to Marmaduke at the 
hands of his uncle, that he could not bear the least 
unnecessary delay in giving him warning. We posted 
with four horses, and generally at full gallop. I 
agree With the Great Lexicographer in thinking that 
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sensation very pleasurable indeed. The express train, 
it is true, goes five times as fast; out you do not feel 
that there is any credit due to the steam-borse for 
that. You take it as a matter of course, and would 
do so, no matter what exertions it should make for 
you, short of bursting. But when you heard the ring 
of the sixteen hoofs upon the iron road, and the sharp 
crack of the whips in the frosty air, or leaned out of 
the window for a moment and beheld the good steeds 
smoking in your behalf, you said to yourself or to 
your companion, if you had one, " This is wonderful 
fine travelling." Perhaps you contrasted such great 
speed with that attained by the Exeter flying 
coaches in your ancestors' time, and smiled with 
contemptuous pity at their five miles an hour, stop- 
pages excluded. 

The trees and hedges flew by you then, and gave 
an idea of the velocity, such as the telegraph, posts, 
seen vanishing thin out of the window of a railway 
carriage, fail to convey ; while, when you stopped for 
new cattle, the hurry and bustle attendant on the 
order, " Horses on," helped to strengthen the beliet 
in your own fast travelling. Still, after the first few 
hours, even the enjoymonts of a post-chaise and four 
begin to pall; and long before we had approached 
our 'lestination I was cramped, and chilled, and tired 
^aough. It was growing dark, too ; so that there 
Avas little to be seen without, tind we had passed 
those dangerous parts of the road where expectations 
of possible highwaymen had afforded me some ex- 
citement. I was dozing dreamily, unconscious that 
the light of London was flaring like a dusky dawn in 
front of us, aud that we had even already entered its 
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then limits upon the north-east, when I was roughly 
roused by the sudden stoppage of the carriage, ac- 
companied by wild cries, and a glare of lurid flame. 
Mr. Long had put down the window, and was lean- 
ing out of it. There was a dense fog, and gas had 
not vet been established in that nart of London ; but 
a vast assemblage of people were streaming slowly 
past us, and many of them had torches in their hands 
They took no notice of us whatever, but yelled and 
shouted, and every now and then cast glances behind 
them at some approaching spectacle, which seemed 
to be about to overtake us. Presently, we beheld 
this ourselves. First came a great number of con- 
stables, marching twenty abreast, and clearing all 
before them with large staves ; then a body of the 
mounted patrol — a corps then but newly formed, and 
which, although now well-nigh extinct, was destined 
in its time to do good service ; then more constables, 
then a vast quantity of horsemen, armed and un- 
armed, and lastly this : — Extended on an inclined 
platform, built to a considerable height upon an open 
cart, was the body of a dead man. It was attired in 
blue trousers, and with a white and blue striped 
waistcoat, but without a coat. On the left side of 
him was a huge mallet, and on the right a ripping 
chisel. 

" Great Heaven ! what is this ? " inquired Mr. 
Long of one of the mounted constables. 

" Oh, it's him, sir, sure enough ; we've got him at 
last," returned the officer. 

" Him ? Who ? " cried T, half stupefied with 
fatigue and horror. " Have they found Sir Mas- 
gingberd ? " 
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No, it was not Sir Massingberd. The face 
which was now being slowly carried past us was 
wicked and stern enough, but it was not his face. 
The skin was black, the eyes Avere projecting ; it was 
plain that the poor wretch had been strangled. The 
excitement of those who caught sight of it was 
hideous to witness. They cursed aud hissed in hate 
and fury, and battled to get near the cart, that they 
might spit upon the corpse which it contained. The 
force of the advancing crowd was so tremendous, that 
we were compelled to move for some distance side 
by side with this appalling sight, and presently im- 
mediately behind it ; there we seemed to fall in as a 
part of the procession, and were no doubt considered 
by the majority of persons to officially belong to it. 
We were borne southwards quite out of our proper 
direction, and were unable to prevent it ; for it was 
as much as the postillions could do to sit their horses, 
and avoid being shouldered out of their saddles. 
Our progress was of course at a foot's-pace only, and 
twice the procession halted, once opposite a draper's, 
and once opposite a public-house, when the yells and 
hooting of the crowd were terrible to hear. Not 
only were these two houses closely shuttered up (as 
they well might be), but the shop fronts everywhere 
were closed, and the windows and the tops of the 
houses crowded with spectators. By this time, we 
had got to know in what dreadful proceedings we 
were thus taking an involuntary part. The body in 
the cart was that of the murderer Williams, who had 
committed suicide two days before, to escape, it was 
thought, not so much the scaffold, as the execrations 
of his fellow-creatures. All London was filled with 
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hate of him, as before his capture it had been filled 
■with fear; and the government had caused this public 
exhibition of his corpse, to convince the minds of 
the public that the wholesale assassin was really no 
longer alive. The houses at which we had halted 
were those which had once been inhabited by his 
unhappy victims, the Marrs and the Williamsons. 
Subsequently the corpse was conveyed to St. George's 
turnpike, and there interred with a stake thrust 
through the middle of it ; but before that frightful 
ceremony took place the postillions had managed to 
extricate us, and we had driven westward to our 
destination. Still, I for my part had seen enough, 
and more than enough, to make that entry of ours 
into London a thing impossible to forget; and I think 
it rendered, by association, the mystery concern- 
ing which we had come up to Harley Street, more 
menacing and sombre than before. 



CHAPTER XXV. 



AMONG FRIENDS. 



We found Marmaduke Heath in a less morbid state 
of mind tban we had expected. The die having been 
cast — the time given him by Sir Massingberd for his 
return and so-called reconciliation with that worthy 
having already elapsed without any action on the part 
of his uncle, the effect of that "Captain Swing"- like 
epistle was slowly wearing off. No one ever revived the 
matter in his presence, nor, as we have seen, was he 
permitted even to write upon the subject. Still, he 
knew that I had been lately communicated with con- 
cerning it — for at first the blow had fallen on its 
object with such force and fulness that those about 
him had really not liked to let me know the extent 
of the mischief I might have committed — and he 
imagined that I had now come up in mere friendly 
sorrow to cheer and comfort him. As he came out 
into the dark street on that December evening to 
give me loving welcome, fresn from that awful pro- 
cession scene, I positively looked with terror to left 
and right, lest some cloaked figure, whom yet we 
both should recognize, might reach forth an iron arm 
and tear him away. It was I who was morbid and 
unstrung, and not my friend ; he strove, I knew, to 
appear to the best advantage, in good humour and 
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high spirits, in order that I might have less to re- 
proach myself with. 

" My clear old Peter," cried he, laughing, " how 
glad I am to see your honest face ! Have you 
brought me any verbal message from my charming 
uncle, or are you only his deputy-postman ? How is 
he — how is he?" 

I could see, in spite of his light way, that he was 
curious to have this interrogation answered ; but 
what was I to say? "I don't know whether he's 
well or ill," returned I, carelessly, as I stepped into 
the hall. " But how is Mr. Gerard and Miss " 

"Here is 'Miss,'" returned a sweet voice, blithe 
as a birds; "she is excellently well, Peter, thank 
you. But what a white face you have got! If that 
is the gift of country air, there is certainly no such 
cause for regretting our absence from the Dnvecot, 
about which Marmaduke is always so solicitous." 

" ' Marmaduke ' to his face, now!" thought I. I 
could not prevent my heart from sinking a little, in 
spite of the life-buoy of friendship. But I answered 
gallantly, " There is no air that can wither your roses, 
Miss Lucy, for the summer is never over where you 
are." 

" Bravo, Peter," quoth Mr. Gerard, set in the 
warm glow of the dining-room, which gleamed forth 
from the open door behind him. " If he is so com- 
plimentary in a thorough draught, what a mirror of 
courtesy will he be when he gets thawed ! Come in. 
my dear Mr. Long ; come in to the warm. No east 
wind ever brought people more good, than this which 

brings you two to us. Lucy- ■ Ah, that's right; 

she has gone to order the dinner to be rechauiled. 
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Now, do you travellers answer no man one word, but 
go make yourselves comfortable — you bave your old 
rooms, of course — and tben come down at once to 
food and fire. Marmaduke, my dear boy, you keep 
me company here, please; otherwise, you will delay 
Peter with your gossip, I know." 

That was a sentence with a purpose in it. If, as 
Mr. Gerard at once guessed, we had come up to town 
on business connected with Sir Massiugberd, it might 
be advisable that I should not be interrogated by 
Marmaduke privately. For my part I was greatly 
relieved by it, since I had no desire to be the person 
to communicate bad tidings — for such I knew he 
would consider them — to my friend a second time. 
My spirits had risen somewhat with the warmth of 
our reception; it is not a little to have honest friends, 
and welcome unmistakable in hand and voice and 
eye. There is many a man who goes smoothly 
through the world by help of these alone, and 
only at times sighs for the love that but one could 
have given him, and which has been bestowed by her 
elsewhere. When I got down into the dining-room, 
a minute or two before my tutor, I was received by 
quite a chorus of kind voices — a very tumult of hos- 
pitable greeting. 

" Warm your toes, Peter — warm your toes; you 
shall have a glass of sherry worth drinking directly," 
cried Mr. Gerard, all in a breath. 

" Yes, Peter, you and I will have a glass together," 
exclaimed Marmaduke, eagerly. 

"Stop for 'the particular' — stop for the green 
eeal : it will be here in a minute," entreated the host. 

"No, no," returned Marmaduke; "I must drink 
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his health at once. Cowslip wine, if I drank it with 
Peter, would be better to me than Johannisberg." 

He had his hand upon her arm, as I entered the 
room; I was sure of that, although she had gently 
but swiftly withdrawn it from his touch as the door 
opened. How happy she looked; how passing fair 
with that faint flush! How handsome and bright- 
faced was dear Marmaduke! How placidly content, 
like one who draws his happiness from that of others, 
was the countenance of Harvey Gerard! A picture 
of domestic pleasure and content indeed, and with 
three noble figures in it. It was impossible to doubt 
that two lovers stood before me, and a father who 
had found a prospective son-in-law, whom he could 
love as a son. This new relationship had been only 
established within a very few days, and upon that 
account, perhaps, it was the more patent. My mis- 
chauce in the matter of Sir Massingberd's letter had 
been the immediate cause of Marmaduke's declara- 
tion. She had compassionated him in his troubles, 
and he had told her in what alone his hope of com- 
fort lay. He had not been sanguine of securing her 
— who could have been, with such a priceless prize 
in view? — for not only had he a diffidence in his own 
powers of pleasing, great and winning as they were, 
beyond those of any man I ever knew, but he feared 
to find an obstacle to his wishes in her father. 

" Dear Mr. Gerard," he had said, with his usual 
frankness, "I have won your daughter's heart, and 
love her better than all the world. Still, it is you 
alone who have her hand to dispose of. She loves 
and respects you as never yet was father loved and 
respected, and this only makes her dearer to me. I 
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feel as much bound in this matter by your decision — 
Oh, sir, God grant your heart may turn towards me 
— as she does herself. I dare not tell you what I 
think of you to your face. The very greatness of 
my respect for you makes me fear your rejection of 
me. I am, in one respect at least, a weak and morbid 
man, while your mind is vigorous and strong upon 
all points. You are in armour of proof from head 
to heel; whereas, there is a joint in my harness 
open to every blow. I am afraid, sir, that you despise 
me." 

"I do not despise you, Marmaduke," Mr. Gerard 
had replied, in his kind, grave voice. 

" Ah, sir, I know what you would say," returned 
the young man, with vehemence; "you pity me, and 
pity and contempt are twin-sisters. Besides, I am a 
Heath; you do not wish that blood of yours should 
mix with that of an evil and accursed race; and, 
moreover — though that, with a man like you, has, 
I know, but little; weight — I may live and die a 
pauper." 

" My dear Marmaduke," Mr. Gerard had answered, 
"I cannot conceal from you that there are grave 
objections to your marriage with my daughter, and 
more especially at present. We need not revert to 
the last matter you have spoken of, for wealth is not 
what I should seek for in my son-in-law; even if it 
were, your alliance would reasonably promise it, and 
might be sought by many on that account. As for 
your being a Heath, that you cannot help; and, with 
respect to ' blood,' there is more rubbish spoken upon 
that subject by otherwise sensible folk than upon all 
others put together. Bad example and evil training 
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are sufficient to account for the bad courses of any 
family without impeaching their circulating fluids. 
If your uncle had not happened to be likewise your 
guardian, in you, my dear young friend, I frankly 
tell you, I should see no fault, or rather no mis- 
fortune; but, since he has unhappily had the oppor- 
tunity of weakening and intimidating " 

" Sir, sir, pray spare me," broke in Marmaduke, 
passionately; "are you going to say that I am a 
coward?" 

" Heaven forbid, my boy," replied Mr. Gerard, 
earnestly; " you are as brave as I am, I do not doubt. 
If I thought you to be what you suggest, I would 
not parley with you about my darling daughter for 
one moment. I would say 'No' at once. My Lucy 
wooed by a poltroon ! — no, that is not possible. I 
do not say 'No' to you, Marniaduke." 

" Oh, thank you, thank you, sir," exclaimed the 
young man with emotion; then added solemnly, 
"and I thank God." 

" What I do say, however," returned Mr. Gerard, 
" is ' Wait.' While your uncle lives, I cannot, under 
existing circumstances, permit you to be my Lucy's 
husband. At present, you are only boy and girl, 
and can well afford to be patient." 

" And when we do marry," returned Marmaduke, 
gratefully, " you shall not lose your daughter, sir, 
but rather gain a son. My home, if I ever have one, 
shall be yours also. Pray, believe me when I say 
that you are my second father, for you have given 
me a new life. 

It really seemed so to him who looked at the 
sparkling eyes and heightened colour of the speaker, 
and listened to his tones, so rich with hope and love. 
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" There is certainly no one so civil as a would-be 
eon-in-law," replied Mr. Gerard, good-naturedly. 
" I wonder that old gentlemen in my position ever 
permit them to marry at all." 

And thus it had been settled — as I saw that it 
had been — only a very little while before our arrival 
in Harley Street. 

"And what brings you good people up to town?" 
asked Mr. Gerard, gaily, " without sending a line in 
advance, which, even in mercy to the housekeeper, 
you would surely have done, had not the business 
been urgent? As to your travelling with four horses," 
added our host, slily, " I know so well the pride and 
ostentation of the clergy, that I am not the least 
astonished at your doing that, Mr. Rector." 

" Truly, sir, now that I find all safe and well," 
replied my tutor, " I begin to think we might have 
travelled in a less magnificent way; but the fact is, 
that I felt foolishly apprehensive, and curious to tell 
you our tidings. Sir Massingberd Heath has been 
Lost since Thursday fortnight, November sixteenth." 

"Lost!" exclaimed Mr. Gerard, in amazement. 

" Lost! " echoed Lucy, compassionately. 

"Lost!" mui-murcd Marmaduke, turning deadly 
pale. " That is terrible, indeed." 

" Yes, poor wretched man," said Lucy, quickly; 
"terrible to think that some judgment may have 
overtaken him in the midst of his wickedness — un- 
repentant, revengeful, cruel." 

" That is truly what should move us most, Miss 
Gerard," observed my tutor; "it is but too probable 
tlat he has been suddenly cut oil", and that by vio- 
lence." Then he narrated all that had happened at 
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Fairburn since the night of Sir Massingberd's dis- 
appearance, uninterrupted save once, when Mr. Gerard 
left the room for a few minutes, and returned with 
another bottle of "the particular," which it seemed 
he would not even suffer the butler to handle. Mar- 
maduke sat silent and awestruck, drinking in every 
word, and now and then, when a sort of shudder 
passed over him, I saw a little hand creep forth and 
slide into his, when he would smile faintly, but not 
take his eyes off Mr. Long — no, not even to reply to 
hers. 

" I think," added my tutor, when the narrative 
was quite concluded, " that under these circumstances 
I was justified in coming up to town, Mr. Gerard, 
since it is just possible that Sir Massingberd may, 
may " 

" That he may not be dead," interrupted our host, 
gravely; "there is, of course, that chance, and we 
must set to work at once to settle the question." 

There was a violent ringing at the front-door bell. 
Mr. Long started up with a "What's that?" Mar- 
madukc's very lips grew white, and trembled. For 
my part, I confess I congratulated myself that I was 
on that side of the table which was furthest from any 
person Avho might enter the room. Lucy alone main- 
tained a calm demeanour, and looked towards her 
father, confidently. 

"That is Mr. Clint, I have no doubt," observed 
Mr. Gerard, quietly. " I sent Avord to him an hour 
ago to come directly, and, if possible, to bring 
Townshend with him. Whether Sir Massingberd be 
alive or not, we shall soon discover, for the great 
Bow Street runner will be certain to find either his 
body or his bones." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

▲ DETECTIVE OP HALF A CENTURY AGO. 

Mr. Gerard had hardly finished speaking, when the 
butler announced Mr. Clint and "anc/ -ler gentleman," 
for even among friends the famous Bow Street officer 
exercised his usual caution; and yet there was scarcely 
a more public character than Townshend, or better 
known both to the classes whom he protected, and to 
that against which he waged such constant war. His 
personal appearance was itself sufficiently remarkable. 
A short squab man, in a light wig, kerseymere breeches 
and a blue Quaker-cut coat, he was not, to look at, a 
very formidable object. But he possessed the courage 
of a lion, and the cunning of a fox. The ruffians who 
kept society in terror, themselves quailed before him. 
They knew that he was hard to kill, and valued not 
his own life one rush, when duty called upon him to 
hazard it; that he was faithful as a watch-dog to the 
government wbieh employed him, and hated by nature 
a transgressor of the law, as a watch-dog hates a wolf. 
When Townshend fairly settled himself down upon 
the track of an offender, the poor wretch felt like the 
hare whose fleeing footsteps the stoat relentlessly pur- 
sues; he might escape for the day, or even the morrow, 
but sooner or later his untiring foe was certain to be 
up with him. In those early days, when the telegraph 
could not overtake the murderer speeding for his life, 
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and set Justice upon her guard five hundred milc8 
away, to intercept him, and when the sun was not the 
slave of the Law, to photograph the features of the 
doomed criminal, so that he can be recognized as easily 
as Cain, thief-catching was a much more protracted 
business than it is now; nevertheless, it was at least 
as certain. 

If the facilities for capture were not so great, 
neither were tL« opportunities of escape for the 
offender so many and various. London was not the 
labyrinth that it has since become, and if any criminal 
of note forsook it for the provinces, his fate was almost 
certain. Travellers did not then rush hither and 
thither, in throngs of a hundred strong, impossible to 
be individually identified by the railway porter towhcm 
they surrender their tickets; but each man was entered 
in a way-bill, or scanned with curiosity by innkeeper 
and post-boy, wherever his chaise changed horses. 
When any considerable sum was sent by mail-coach, 
whether by the government or by London bankers, to 
their provincial agents, it was not unusual to employ 
Mr. Townshend as an escort. Nor was it altogether 
unexampled for him to be sent for, as in the present 
instance, to unravel some domestic mystery; although 
he was perhaps the first police-officer who had 
been so employed, the father of all the Fields and 
Pollakies of the present day. He was on intimate 
terms, therefore, with many great people, and an 
especial favourite with the court, his j)rofessional 
services being engaged at all drawiug-rooms and state 
occasions. This, combined with the natural assurance 
and sense of power in the man, caused Mr. Townshend 
to hold his head pretty high, and to treat with persons 
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vastly superior in social station to himself upon at least 
an equal footing. His easy nod, with which the great 
Bow Street runner favoured us in Harley Street, that 
evening, upon his first introduction, was not very much 
unlike the salutation which Mr. Brummel, at the same 
period, was wont to bestow upon British marquises and 
dukes. Having taken his seat at the dessert-table, at 
the host's desire, he at once began to compliment Mr. 
fierard upon the contents of the bottle with the yellow 
seal, and, in short, behaved himself in ail respects as 
any other guest would have done who was an intimate 
friend of the family, and had dropped in after dinner 
apon his own invitation. No sooner, however, did Mr. 
Clint introduce the subject which had called us up to 
town, and Mr. Long begin to recapitulate the story of 
Sir Massingberd's disappearance, than this singular 
person dropped at once all social pretension, and 
showed himself the really great man he was. One glass 
of wine was sufficient for him during the whole narra- 
tion, and that he seemed to sip mechanically, and rather 
as an assistance to thought, than because he really 
enjoyed it, which, however, there is no doubt he did. 
He only interrupted my tutor twice or thrice, in order 
to make some pertinent interrogation, and when all 
had been described (including a slight sketch of Mar- 
maduke's position), he sat for a little silent and noise- 
less, tapping his Avine-glass with his forefinger, and 
staring into the fire. 

" Well, Mr. Townshend, and what is your 
opinion?" inquired Mr. Gerard a little impatiently. 
"Do you think that this Lost Sir Massingberd i3 
alive or dead?" 

" That is a question which a fool would answer at 
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once, sir, but a wise man would take some time to reply 
to," returned the Bow Street runner coolly. " But 
one thing you may depend upon, that he will not bo 
' Lost ' long. I have blotted that word out of my 
dictionary. I know Sir Massingberd Heath well, or, 
at least, I did know him, and that is a great advan- 
tage to start with; he was not a man, I should think, 
to change with age. Tall figure and strong ; large 
piercing eyes ; much beard ; a mouth that tells he 
likes to have his own way ; and on his forehead a 
mark as if the devil had kicked him." 

"That is excellent," cried Mr. Gerard; "you could 
not mistake him for any other man in London." 

" He is not in London, sir," observed the runner 
dogmatically. " If he were mixing with the lot that 
he used to be amongst, I should surely have heard of 
it; and if he is with people much beneath him in 
station, I should have learned it still more certainly. 
As for that, however, he is not one — if I remember 
him right — to hide himself, or work much under- 
ground." 

" If you mean that he would not stoop to decep- 
tion, Mr. Townsheud," remarked my tutor gravely, 
"I am afraid you are mistaken; the very money 
which, as I have said, he obtained from me upon the 
day of his disappearance, was dishonourably come by. 
His pretext of the Methodists having bidden for a 
piece of ground upon which to build a chapel within 
the Park, and almost opposite the Rectory, wa:', I 
have since discovered, entirely false; and I cannot 
but fear that some judgment has overtaken this un- 
happy man." 

Here, I am sorry to say, that Mr. Cliut and Mr. 
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Gerard looked at one another in rather a comic 
manner, and the Bow Street runner helped himself 
to a glass of the particular with an open chuckle. 

" Well, sir," responded that gentleman, " you see 
judgments isn't much in my way. When I catches 
a chap, he generally knows it's judgment and execu- 
tion too; but, barring that, I doubt whether there's 
much of a special Providence for rascals — even when 
they rob a Church minister. Not, of course, that I 
am saying Sir Massingberd Heath, baronet, is a rascal, 
or anything like it ; I never had anything to do with 
him in all my life before this, and that's a good sign, 
look you. When I said he was not a man to work 
underground, however, I did not mean that he would 
not employ every ingenious device — and the one you 
mention was one of the neatest I ever heard on — to 
procure money, but that he is of too domineering and 
masterful a nature to lurk and spy about. The young 
gentleman here need not be in much alarm, I think, 
of his relative's turning up in Harley Street ; not- 
withstanding which, he is a very ticklish customer, 
no doubt, and one as I should not have been in the 
least surprised to find myself under orders to fit with 
a pair of bracelets, for such a thing, for instance, as 
murder." 

I think each of us started, and looked at one 
another in hushed amazement at this statement ; and 
the wine-glass, which Marmaduke was twisting ner- 
vously in his fingers, rattled against the table in spite 
of his efforts to remain calm. 

" I mean," observed Mr. Townshend, in explana- 
tion, "as the baronet, when I knew him, at least, was 
venomous, yet likewise hasty; and though cunning 

s 
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enough, if his temper got the better of him, would do 
imprudent things. I remember him well-nigh killing 
his jockey on the course at Doncaster — it was the 
second year as ever the Leger was run for — and ail 
for no fault of his, hut just because he didn't win 
when his master expected it. I remember how the 
crowd hissed the gentleman, and the ugly look which 
he gave them in reply. There was no fuss made 
about the matter afterwards ; but Sir Massingberd 
had to supply a deal of Golden Ointment to the poor 
lad's bruises : he was very free-handed with his 
money at that time. I suppose, by the pace he was 
then going, that he has not much left." 

" He has almost literally not a shilling," replied 
Mr. Long. "I am quite certain that he had no 
ready-money in his possession besides the twenty one- 
pound notes which he obtained from me upon that 
evening." 

"And no means of raising any?" inquired Mr. 
Townshend. 

" None whatever," replied my tutor, positively. 

" That simplifies the business a good deal," re- 
marked the Bow Street runner, drawing out his 
pocket-book. " Now, I suppose you kept the num- 
bers of those notes ? " 

" Yes, I did. Peter, did you not write them down 
for me?" 

" The notes ran from 82961 to 82980 inclusive," 
said I. 

" A very concise and sensible statement, young 
gentleman," 1 remarked the police-officer, approv- 

1 Every lad in my position, not yet turned twenty-one, was a 
"young gentleman " in these times ; we were not so tenacious of 
our dignity as the young men of to-day. 
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ingly; "I should like, however, to see the figures in 
black aud white." When these had been found 
among certain memorandums of my tutor, Mr. Town- 
shend copied tl?3m, and thus continued: " Now, the 
first thing as 1 as to be done, gentlemen all — by which 
no offence is meant to the young lady — is this : we 
must go to the Bank of England, and find out if any 
of these here notes have been paid in since November 
16th. If they have been, one of two things is cer- 
tain — Sir Massingberd is spending them, or some- 
body else is spending them for him. If the latter, it 
is probable that it is not with his consent ; that is, 
that he can't help it ; that is, that he's dead as a ten- 
penny nail;" and with that the speaker brought 
down his fist upon the mahogany, as though he were 
hammering one in. 

" We shall leave the case, Mr. Townshend, en- 
tirely in your hands," observed Mr. Gerard; "and 
please to look to me for any expenses you may 
require." 

" Very good, sir," replied the runner, rising as if 
to lake his leave; "but since two or three heads are 
always better than one, in cases of this sort, and the 
present company has their wits about them — which is 
by no means the case with many as I have to do with 
— I should be glad of a little assistance from your- 
selves." 

" Don't you think wo ought to advertise the 
baronet as missing, and offer a reward?" suggested 
Mr. Clint. 

" There will be no harm in that, of course," re- 
plied Mr. Townshend, carelessly; "although I can't 
Bay as I have much confidence in advertisements ; my 
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own experience is, that parties who put them in 
derive some satisfaction from reading them over to 
themselves, but the advantage don't go much beyond 
that — except that it sometimes puts people upon their 
guard as one wants to be off it. I have got a little 
pressing business on hand to-morrow — in the forging 
line — and must now be off; but if one or two of you 
will be at the Bank to-morrow afternooD, at, let us 
say three o'clock, I shall be sure to be there to meet 
you." 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



THE BANK-NOTES. 



It was arranged, to my infinite joy, before retiring to 
rest that night, that I was to make one of the Bank 
party. Marmaduke insisted on accompanying us, 
being above measure curious about the matter, and 
eager to know the worst (or the best) regarding it. 
Mr. Long had to return to Fairburn for his Sunday's 
duty, and Mr. Clint could not spare the time from his 
parchments; so Mr. Harvey Gerard and we two 
young men went forth upon the trail together. As 
the paper-chase is the most glorious pursuit under- 
taken by boys, as fox-hunting is the sport of sports 
for men, so man-hunting is the avocation fitted for 
heroes. I know nothing like it for interest and 
excitement — nothing. If I could only imbue my 
readers with one-tenth of the absorbing concern with 
which we, the subordinate actors in this drama of 
mystery, now began to be devoured, they would be 
sorry indeed when this narrative comes to a conclu- 
sion. We three were at the appointed spot some 
minutes before the hour which had been agreed upon 
for meeting the Bow Street runner; but before the 
chimes of the Old Exchange clock had ceased their 
" Life let us cherish " — the tune which they always 
played on Fridays — the Bow Street runner appeared, 
passing through a great room within the Bank, 
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in which, to my unaccustomed eye, were displayed 
the riches of Croesus, and where the golden showers 
seemed unceasingly to rain, we were conducted into 
a private apartment, where sat some grey-headed 
official, uncommunicative, calm, like one who has 
had his glut even of wealth, and to whom money, 
whether in bullion or paper, was no longer any 
object. 

" Well, Mr. Townshend, what can I do for you ? " 
inquired he, sedately. "I trust you are not come 
about any fresh wrongs against the Old Lady of 
Threadneedle Street. I never see your face but I 
think of an imitation bank-note, and diminution of 
the stock in our cellar." 

" Thank you, sir," responded the runner, cheer- 
fully; " I am afraid that I shall have to see you in a 
day or two respecting a matter of that very kind, but 
to-day I am come on a different business. A gentle- 
man of high rank has been missing for three weeks, 
or more ; and his absence has given the greatest 
anxiety to these, his friends. He was known to have 
in his possession certain one-pound Bank of England 
notes, twenty in all, of which the numbers are known. 
We wish to know whether they have been paid in 
hither in the meantime, and if so, by whom." 

" Have you any order from the deputy-governor?" 

" Why, no, sir," responded the runner, insinuat- 
ingly. " I thought that would not be necessary 
between you and me." 

" Well, well, I suppose you must have your own 
way, Townshend. You're a dangerous man to cross. 
And the old gentleman wagged his head in a blandly 
humorous manner, and made a little golden music 
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with his bunch of seals. " The numbers of the notes 
are here, are they ? From 82961 to 80. Very good." 
Here he rang a silver bell, which presently produced 
an official personage, something between a gentleman- 
usher and a pew-opener. " You may show this party 
over the cancelled department, James; and let Mr. 
Townshend investigate anything he pleases." 

With a not over-courteous nod, the old gentleman 
resumed his study of a certain enormous volume, that 
looked, said Marmaduke, like the quarto edition of 
Chaucer, but which, it is reasonable to conclude, 
was something else. We were straightway conducted 
through several vast and echoing chambers, into a 
spacious fire-proof vault, where the notes that had 
been paid into the Bank awaited the periodical 
cremation. 

" A week later, and we might not have been in 
time," remarked the Bow Street runner, "since 
every bank-note is burned within a month of its 
having found its way home again. If Sir Massing- 
berd has come to a violent end, and been robbed of 
his monej, we shall probably find it all here, as those 
who despoiled him would be anxious to get the notes 
changed at once." Our guide led the way to a cer- 
tain department of the chamber, with the same 
accuracy which a student would evince with respect 
to a shelf in his own library, and took up in his hand 
a bundle of one-pound notes ; they were for the most 
part very dirty and greasy, but he separated one from 
the other with a surprising ease and celerity, reading 
out the numbers as he did so. "82900, 1, 2, 3— 
now we are getting near it," observed the official. 
"Let us see, 9ol, is it not?" 
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"82961," gasped I, "and the next nineteen." 1 
could scarcely frame the words, so great was my ex- 
citement. Marmaduke's eyes gleamed with anxiety 
and impatience ; and even Mr. Gerard held his breath, 
while the clerk continued, in a dry, mechanical tone: 

"51, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 wanting — 7, 8, 9 all wanting. 
82960 — here you have it ; 61 wanting ; 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 
7, 8, 9. There are none of them here. Stop a bit. 
^2977— that's one, isn't it?" 

" Yes," cried I, " that's one. Pray, let me look 
at it." 

" Certainly not, sir," responded the official severely. 
" With regard to Mr. Townshend, I have my orders, 
but as respects him only." 

" Perfectly right," remarked the Bow Street runner, 
approvingly. Then please to give it to me, my man. 
Are there any more?" 

" Yes, there are— 78, 79, SO." 

" Good. That is four in all, then." The detec- 
tive took them up, and showed them to me : of 
course, I could not identify them; but still I felt 
some awe to think what hands — hands imbued with 
blood, perchance — those notes might have passed 
through since I had seen Sir Massingberd thrust them 
into his pocket. 

" I cannot carry these away with me, my good 
friend, I suppose ? " inquired Mr. Townshend, per- 
suasively. 

"By no manner of means, Mr Runner," replied 
the guardian of these unctuous treasures with dignity. 
" Hi,-, Majesty himself would never be so mad as to 
ask such a thing. A written order from the governor 
himself would not permit you to do it." 
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" Very good, sir ; then we won't trouble the 
governor to write one," returned the detective, drily. 
" What I must know, however — permission or no 
permission — is this : by whose hand were these sweet- 
smelling and precious articles paid into the Bank of 
England ? " 

It would have been amusing, under less anxious 
circumstances, to have watched the demeanour of 
these two personages, each jealous of the dignity of 
those by whom he was employed, and neither in the 
least disposed to surrender one tittle of his delegated 
authority. 

" That information will, no doubt, be supplied to 
you," replied the official, stiffly, " if it is thought 
right — and not otherwise. Follow me, gentlemen, if 
you please, and I will direct you to the office where 
such an application may be made." 

This we did ; and, I am bound to say, met with 
very great civility from the superintendent of the 
department in question. In spite of the admirable 
and systematic manner in which the huge establish- 
ment was carried on, it was not easy, and in many 
cases would have been impossible, to discover what 
individual had paid in any particular note ; but every 
pains and trouble were taken in our behalf to effect 
this. Out of the four notes, only one, No. 82979, 
could be identified as having been received from any 
particular person — one Mr. Worrall, a silk-merchant 
in the City. Having expressed our warmest thanks 
to the authorities, we immediately called a coach, 
and started off to this gentleman's warehouse. Wo 
were so fortunate as to find him in, although he was 
just upon the point of setting forth to his private 
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residence. Upon an examination of liis books, we 
discovered no record of the bank-note about -which 
we were concerned ; still, he frankly owned to us 
that such memoranda were not kept with excessive 
accuracy. " It is possible yet that the people at the 
Bank may have been correct," observed he. "You 
had better return there ; and since the matter is one 
of life and death, I do not mind confiding to you, 
that if that note has passed through our hands at all, 
it will have the letter W, in red, upon the back of it ; 
it is very small, but still can be deciphered without a 
magnifying- glass." 

" There was no mark," observed I, " upon any of 
the notes I saw." 

" There teas a mark," remarked the Bow Street 
runner, reflectively; "and I am pretty sure it was 
upon this very note. It is no wonder that you did 
not see it, young gentleman, since your livelihood 
does not depend, as mine does, upon keeping my eyes 
about me. The mark in question was also almost 
obliterated by the red ' Cancelled ' which the Bank 
had placed upon the note ; but as far as I could make 
it out, it was the letter O." 

" That is the private mark of the Metropolitan 
Oil Company," exclaimed Mr. Worrall, without hesi- 
tation. "Althougb, indeed, because I have told my 
own secrets, I am not sure that I am justified in 
revealing those of other people. Their offices are in 
the very next street to this." 

Off we started like hounds, who, after a check, 
have once more struck the scent. Business in the 
City had by this time greatly diminished, and many 
of the shops were closed j but the Oil Company's 
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emporium, as behoved it, was lighted up from collar 
to garret, to give assurance to the world that what 
they sold could turn night, aud even London fog, 
into day. Notwithstanding the extreme luminosity 
of the premises, we found the accounts of the estab- 
lishment, however, rather opaque and complicated ; 
aud although nothing could exceed the pains which 
the clerks put themselves to upon our account, it was 
several hours before No. 82979 could be identified, 
both as respected its incoming and outgoing. Finally, 
however, we gleaned the certain information that the 
note in question had been received only a day or two 
previously by the Oil Company from a Mr. Vander- 
sekl, the skipper of a foreign vessel, then lying in 
the port of London, but which, he had informed 
them, was to sail immediately. Pie had bought a 
small quantity of oil for his cabin lamps, and taken 
it with him, but had ordered a large supply to be 
sent to his address in Hamburg, and with this ad- 
dress we were made acquainted. 

" Well, Mr. Townshend," quoth Mr. Harvey 
Gerard, as we rolled homewards in a hackney-coach, 
after seven hours of this man-hunting, " what think 
you that this news portends? Is the game still afoot, 
or is it only dead game — quarry ?" 

"I can speak with no sort of certainty yet," 
replied the Bow Street runner ; " but next to all the 
notes having been paid into the Bank on the 17th or 
so — which, as I told you, would have almost indi- 
cated Sir Massiugberd's murder and robbery, without 
any doubt — I know of no worse tidings than this, 
of their having come from Hamburg. There's a 
regular agency abroad, aud particularly in that town, 
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for the sale of Bank of England notes dishonestly 
come by. If a thief cannot get to the Bank imme- 
diately, to turn his plunder into gold, he sends it 
across the water ; and then it comes back to us at 
home, through honest hands enough. We must 
communicate, of course, with Vanderseld j but the 
probability is that he will be unable to give us any 
information. These sea-fellows take account of 
nothing except what concerns their own trade. He 
may remember the quarter that the wind was blow- 
ing from upon the day he had the note, to a nicety; 
but he won't have a notion, bless you, as to who paid 
it him. No — it's the worst sign yet, to my mind, 
that that 'ere note has come through foreign hands. 
But don't you be down-hearted, my young gentle- 
man," added the Bow Street runner, addressing 
himself to Marmaduke, who looked very fagged and 
anxious ; " I'll find your respected uncle, mind you, 
let him be where he will ; and if he's dead, why, you 
shall see his corpse, though I have to dig it up with 
my finger-nails." With which comforting statement 
we had, for that evening, to be content. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A BENEVOLENT STKANGEK. 

Having written to Mr. Vanderseld of Hamburg, there 
was nothing, pending the reception of his reply, for 
even Mr. Townshend to do beyond his favourite occu- 
pation of keeping his eyes open. We advertised, 
however, in tlie Morning Chronicle (a print that at 
that time was far from looking forward to death from 
want of circulation, and the having its eyes closed by 
a penny piece), in the Times, and in the Sun, and 
offered a reward of one hundred guineas for tidings of 
the missing baronet ; nor, in spite of the Bow Street 
runner's depreciating remarks upon this point, were 
our efforts in that direction wholly thrown away. A 
full description of Sir Massingberd had appeared in 
the above newspapers for ten successive days, and on 
the eleventh the following information came of it. 
We were all breakfasting in Harley Street, Mr. Long 
having come up from Fairburn the previous day, when 
the butler informed us that there was a man waiting 
in the hall, who wished to see " H. G.," who had put 
a certain advertisement into the Sun newspaper. 
" Show him in here at once, George," quoth Mr. 
Gerard, rubbing his hands. " How pleased I shall 
be if we learn what we wish to know, after all, with- 
out any help from Bow Street. I beg you will take 
a chair, sir." These last words were addressed to 
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a veiy respectable-looking person, whom the servant 
had ushered in, and ■who bowed to us in a very 
decorous and unassuming fashion. He was attired 
in half-mourning, and carried a little black leather 
bag and an umbrella — the latter a less common com- 
panion in these days than a cane is now — as though 
he had just come off a journey. 

"I have called, gentlemen," said lie, "simply in 
consequence of seeing a notice respecting the dis- 
appearance of a certain individual of whose where- 
abouts I am in a position to inform you." 

" Is Sir Massingberd Heath alive, sir ? " gasped 
Marmaduke. 

" Heaven be praised, he is, sir," responded the 
stranger, fervently. 

" Umph," ejaculated Mr. Gerard, with less piety. 

Mr. Long coughed behind his fingers, but other- 
wise kept a discreet silence. 

"You know him, do you, sir?" inquired our 
host. 

"I know him well enough by sight, if, at least, 
your advertised description of his personal appear- 
ance is accurate," resumed our visitor. " His height, 
his beard, the curious indentation upon his forehead, 
are all characteristic of the man whom I saw last 
night, and whom I have seen every day for weeks. 
He is living under the name of Daneton, at Nutgall, 
a village in Cambridgeshire, near which I reside. I 
have not the slightest doubt whatever of his identity. 
As for knowing him, except by sight, however, I 
cannot say that I do. Without meaning offence, or 
wishing to hurt the feelings of relations, I may ob- 
serve that his mode of life is scarcely one to make 
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acquaintance with him advantageous. If I may 
speak without reserve upon the matter, I should 
state that he drank considerably, to the extent, 
iudeed, the landlord of the inn has informed me, of, 
at least, a bottle and a half of French brandy per 
diem." 

" That must be my uncle," observed Marmaduke, 
naively. 

" He is so, sir, without a doubt," continued the 
stranger. " I do not seek for any pecuniary reward ; 
but having seen your advertisement, I thought it my 
duty to come up hither, and relieve the feelings of 
anxious relatives." 

Here the door opened, and Mr. Townshend walked 
in unannounced, as it was his custom to do. Merely 
nodding to us all, as though he was an inmate of the 
house, he sat down at the table with his back to the 
visitor, and helped himself to a roll and butter. 

Mr. Gerard explained briefly the stranger's errand 
to the officer of justice, and then observed, "Are we 
to understand, then, that you have been so good as 
to come all the way from Nutgall hither, expressly to 
give us this information?" 

"No, sir," responded the man, with frankness; "I 
should deceive you if I were to say that much. I 
have business in the City to-day, and arrived so far 
by coach ; I came on hither, merely a few miles 
beyond my mark ; that is all for which you are in- 
debted to me." 

" That is a great deal," observed Mr. Long, warmly. 
" We take it very kindly that you should have done 
bo much." 

"I thought it only my duty, sir," replied the 
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visitor, modestly. " The trouble I do not take into 
account." 

" What a pity the gentleman did not think of 
writing by the post," observed Mr. Townshend, still 
proceeding with his breakfast ; " that would have 
saved him this long expedition, and us many days of 
anxiety." 

" That is very true," returned the stranger ; " but 
the fact is, one does not always like to answer adver- 
tisements in that way. How did I know Avho ' H. G.' 
was ? I thought also that a personal interview would 
be more satisfactory. I am a poor man, but I did not 
grudge the chance of losing an hour or two on an 
errand of charity." 

"You are very good," answered Marmaduke, 
gloomily. 

"And you must, please, permit us," added Mr. 
Long, taking out his purse, "to at least reimburse 
you for that loss of time." 

" It seems to me," observed Mr. Townshend, 
speaking with his mouth full, "that this gentleman 
is about to be rather hardly dealt by. It is true that 
a guinea, or even half a one, may repay him for his 
lost time ; but if his intelligence respecting Sir Mas- 
singberd Heath turns out to be such as he repre- 
sents it, he will be entitled to the hundred guineas 
reward." 

" I never thought of that," observed Mr. Loup;, re- 
turning his purse to his pocket not without a blush. 
"I hope, sir, that you will acquit me of any sordid 
design in what I proposed to do." 

"Most certainly, sir,'" returned the stranger, with 
animation; "i>nd indeed your views, as you just ex- 
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pressed them, are quite iu accordance with my own. 
I have do wish whatever for the reward in question; 
to have done my duty is, I hope, a sufficient recom- 
pense for me. On the other hand, I cannot well 
afford to lose these two or three hours which have 
been expended in your service. A couple of guineas 
would quite repay me for this, and even leave the 
obligation upon my side." 

There was a silence for a little, during which 
Mr. Long gazed inquiringly at Mr. Gerard, and he, 
iu his turn, looked towards Mr. Townshend; then, as 
though the back of that gentleman's head had been 
cognizant that counsel was demanded of it, the Bow 
Street runner spoke as follows : — 

" It would be nothing less than a fraud, in my 
opinion, if this good gentleman's generosity is taken 
advantage of in the way he suggests. If the manage- 
ment of this business is to be in my hands, I should 
say let us behave with rectitude at least, if not with 
liberality. The hundred guineas are fairly his, if he 
is correct in what he has told us ; whereas, if he is 
not correct — since no mistake can have occurred in 
the matter, by his own showing — why, this is merely 
an attempt to extort money under false pretences." 

" Really, Mr. Townshend," cried my tutor, starting 
to his feet, " I think your profession of thief-catching 
makes you very unscrupulous in your imputations." 

For my own part, I felt excessively indignant 
too ; and so, I think, would Marmaduke have done 
had he not been pre-occupied with his own thoughts. 
Lucy blushed, and cast down her eyes. Her father 
quietly observed, " Mr. Townshend may have been 
somewhat plain-spoken, but what he has said ia 

T 
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common sense. If you will be good enough to leave 
your address at Nutgall with us, sir, we shall com- 
municate with you as soon as we have convinced 
ourselves of the truth of your suspicions ; and then 
we shall not only have compensation but apologies 
to offer you." 

"Very good, sir," rejoined the visitor, coolly. 
" My address is upon that card. If I had known 
the sort of reception that awaited me here, I should 
not perhaps have been so anxious to do my duty. 
Gentlemen, I wish you good-day. I am sorry to 
have interrupted your repast." 

"Don't mention it, my good sir," observed the 
Bow Street runner, as he disposed of his third slice 
of ham. " I have treated you as no stranger, I 
assure you." 

To this sarcasm the visitor made no reply, but 
bowing to the rest of the company, was about to 
withdraw with polite severity, when Mr. Long 
stepped forward, and took him by the hand. " I 
believe you are a kindly-hearted man," cried he, 
" who has been grievously wronged by those whom 
you have attempted to benefit ; but in any case, it 
cannot do you any harm to have shaken hands with 
an honest man, and one who is a humble minister of 
tbe gospel." 

I could have jumped up and shaken hands with 
the stranger also, but a false shame prevented me. I 
thought that Townshend was only waiting for the 
poor fellow to go to become contemptuously cynical 
upon those who had shown any belief in him. The 
Bow Street runner, however, said never a word, but 
proceeded with his interminable breakfast. 
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Mr. Long was speechless with indignation. I 
savv Lucy Gerard cast an approving glance at my 
excellent tutor, and then an imploring one towards 
her father, who was biting his lips, as if to restrain 
his laughter. 

At last, the rector broke silence. " I gather from 
what you have stated, Mr. Townshend, that you will 
scarcely consider it worth while to go down to Nut- 
gall, or make any further inquiry into the circum- 
stances of which you have just heard." 

"It will certainly not be worth my while," 
returned the Bow Street runner, curtly. 

" Then I shall go down into Cambridgeshire 
myself," observed my tutor. 

" Very good, sir. If time were less valuable to 
me, it would give me a great deal of pleasure to 
accompany you." 

" My dear Peter," remarked my tutor, taking no 
notice of this wicked banter, " what do you say to 
coming with me?" 

Even if I had been less disposed to do this than 
I was, I should still have readily consented to be the 
rector's travelling companion, for to refuse would 
have been to declai'e myself upon the enemy's side. 

Accordingly, we set off upon this amateur detec- 
tive expedition that very day ; and on the following 
evening returned to Harley Street, having possessed 
ourselves of this important information : That benevo- 
lence is sometimes assumed for the base purpose of 
making a few shillings, and that advertisements are 
occasionally taken advantage of to the confusion of 
those who insert them. There was really a village 
called Nutgall ; that was the one fact that the respect- 
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able person in half-mourning had brought along with 
his black leather bag and silk umbrella. There -was 
not a public-house in the place where Sir Massing- 
berd could have procured that bottle and a half of 
French brandy, had he been ever so disposed to 
dissipation, or even where we ourselves could get 
bread and cheese. 

I verily believe, at the time of his disenchant- 
ment, my revered tutor would rather that the baronet 
had been really at Nutgall, and in the humour and 
condition to wage implacable war against poor Mar- 
maduke, thaD have given such an opportunity of 
triumph to the man of Bow Street. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

BETTER THAN A BLUNDERBUSS. 

It was the Runner's custom to call at Mr. Gerard's 
every evening, no matter how often he might have 
been there during the day, in order to report progress, 
or that there was none ; and when his knock at the 
front door was heard, I perceived the rector wince 
upon his chair, like one who has been roasted a little 
already, and expects to be before the fire again imme- 
diately. Mr. Townshend, however, did not even so 
much as allude to our Will-o'-the-Wisp pursuit, 
cautioned, perhaps, not to do so by our host, or 
besought by his daughter, as I fancy. I do not 
think that the gravity of the intelligence he brought 
with him would, of itself, have blunted Mr. Town- 
shend's appetite for acrimonious jesting, which was 
insatiable ; and, indeed, the issues of Death or Life, 
and of Lost or Found, formed so much of the ordinary 
business of his life, that any discovery, no matter of 
what nature, disturbed him as little as finding a 
gentleman with his head off disturbs the King of 
Dahomey. 

" Well, Mr. Long, I am glad to see you back 
again," ?aid he; "you are the very man I want. 
Does a farmer of the name of Arabel happen to reside 
in or near your parish ? " 
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"He lives at Fairburn, within a stone's 
throw " 

" You will never make a Bow Street runner," 
interrupted Mr. Townshend, shaking his head. 

" Well, then," continued my tutor, good- 
humouredly, " if accuracy is so essential, I will say 
within half a mile and a few yards of my own 
Rectory." 

" That is better, sir," returned the detective, 
gravely ; " and what sort of a character do you con- 
sider this man to bear ? " 

" Mr. Arabel is an honest man and a good church- 
man," replied the rector, positively ; " and but for a 
little occasional excess " 

" A drunkard, eh ? " observed the Bow Street 
officer, briskly. 

" No, certainly not, Mr. Townshend. He takes 
too much liquor now and then, I believe ; but I 
regret to fay it, there are few more sober persons in 
my parish than Richard Arabel." 

" Indeed," observed the other reflectively ; " and 
yet he was the man who paid No. 82979 to Mr. 
Vanderseld, who trades in grain. I have heard from 
Hamburg, and have traced the note back again to 
Fairburn. I start for that place this evening by post- 
chaise ; and if you or Mr. Meredith want a lift, I 
shall be happy to take one or both of you along with 
me." 

This intelligence astonished us all immensely, and 
my tutor and myself, who knew the farmer, more 
than the rest. Such news would have been itself 
sufficient to have taken the rector home at once ; 
besides, he was not only anxious, as usual, to get 
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back to his own parish, but somewhat grudged our 
long-continued absence and intellectual holiday. 
There did not seem, too, to be any sort of necessity 
for my remaining longer with Marmaduke, who had 
found, it was impossible to doubt, a companion far 
more capable of upholding and encouraging him than 
I. The Bow Street runner's offer was therefore 
accepted by both of us ; and in a few hours we took 
our seats in the same vehicle for Midshire. The 
chaise was as roomy a one as could be procured, but 
still, as there was but one seat, I had to assume the 
position of " bodkin " between my two companions. 
Their conversation was at first entirely confined to 
the subject of our expedition, namely, Farmer Arabel, 
concerning whom the detective expressed his sus- 
picions the more darkly, the more extravagantly he 
was eulogized by Mr. Long. So vehement was their 
dispute, that I did not like to interrupt it for a con- 
siderable period, during which I endured great incon- 
venience from sitting upon a substance at once both 
sharp and hard, contained in one of Mr. Townshend's 
pockets. If he had been a lady of the present day, I 
should have known what it was, and perhaps have 
modestly suffered on without remonstrance ; but since 
he was not of the softer sex, and certainly did not 
wear crinoline, I ventured to ask what it was which 
inflicted such torture. 

"I beg your pardon, young gentleman," observed 
the Bow Street runner, removing the article objected 
to ; " you was only sitting upon a pair of bracelets 
with which I may have perhaps to present Mr. 
Richard Arabel." 

" You don't mean to say that you carry handcuffs 
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in your pocket ! " observed my tutor, with a shudder 
of disgust. 

" I mean to say I do, and should as soon think of 
moving about without 'em, as without my hat and 
breeches," returned the runner, with a coolness that 
froze us both into a protracted silence. 

The rain fell heavily, as the night drew on, and 
dashed against the streaming panes with fitful vio- 
lence. The wind and wet poured in together when- 
ever the window was put down to pay the postboys. 
I pitied the poor fellows, exposed to such weather, 
and was glad to see that Mr. Townshend paid them 
liberally. " There are no persons who are more 
open-handed travellers than your Bow Street run- 
ners," observed Mr. Long, when I remarked to him 
upon this circumstance in the absence of our friend, 
who had stepped out while we were changing horses 
somewhere, for brandy and water ; " and the reason 
of their generosity is this, that other people have to 
pay for it." I had never heard my tutor utter so 
severe a speech, and I gathered from it that his 
indignation against our fellow- wayfarer was as 
poignant as ever ; and yet within half an hour it was 
fated that all his resentment should be neutralized by 
gratitude, leaving a large margin of the latter senti- 
ment over and above. 

The next stage was over a desolate, treeless heath, 
where the elements had their own way against us 
more than ever, and our vehicle seemed actually to 
shrink and shudder from the force of their onslaught. 
All of a sudden, I was thrown forward against the 
opposite window by the stoppage of the postchaise. 
At first I thought a horse had fallen ; but imme- 
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diately afterwards the window next to Mr. Long was 
violently pushed down from without, and a something 
black and small, which was a pistol, was protruded 
into the carriage. 

"Your money or your life! Come, be quick, curse 
you, and don't keep gentlemen waiting in the wet," 
said a rough voice. " Be quick, I say." A volley of 
oaths accompanied this unpleasant request. 

" I have only a couple of guineas with me," cried 
Mr. Long, quietly, " and you will not make it more 
by swearing." 

" That's a lie! " remarked the voice, very uncivilly, 
" for you're a parson, you are, and they've always 
money enough. Ain't he a parson, postboy? Didn't 
you say so, when I asked you who you'd got inside 
there ? Come here, won't yer? " 

At these words, one of the wretched postboys, 
shivering and dripping, came forward to the window, 
and stammered out, " Really, gentlemen, I couldn't 
help it; he swore as he'd blow out my brains, if I 
didn't tell; so I told him as one was a clergyman, I 
believed, but the other two " 

" My name is Townshend," interrupted the Bow 
Street runner, with great distinctness. " If you had 
happened to know that, boy, and had informed these 
gentlemen of the circumstance, I am sure they would 
never have stopped us, unless, indeed, it was to inquire 
after my health." At the same time he thrust his 
broad face out of the window into the light thrown 
by a lantern carried by one of the robbers; for the <e 
were several dim forms on horseback, as I could now 
perceive. If a blunderbuss had been exhibited instead, 
it could not have caused one-half of the panic which 
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the sight of his features occasioned; each robber 
turned his back at once, as though to prevent the 
recognition being mutual, and spurred away into the 
darkness, leaving nothing but the dismounted postboy 
to evidence that they were not mere phantoms of the 
night. 

" Get to your saddle, and make you up for lost 
time," said the Runner, sternly; and when this man- 
date had been obeyed, and we were once more on our 
way, he added, "That postboy sold us; I saw him 
whispering to a man on horseback in the inn-yard 
while I was taking some drink in the back-parlour; 
he was never asked any question when the chaise was 
stopped. That was Jerry Atherton, too, who put his 
shooting-iron in at that window; I should know his 
voice though a mob were shouting witb him. A man 
who wishes to do something of which the consequences 
are so very serious, should not only wear crape, but 
keep his mouth shut." 

" We have to thank you very much, I am sure," 
said Mr. Long. " It was a great providence for us 
that you were with us." 

" Very likely, sir," returned Mr. Townshend, 
grimly; " but not for Jerry, nor yet for the postboy." 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE FALSE SCENT. 

I am how drawing near the end of this strange, event- 
ful narrative, and my readers will learn in a chapter 
or two what has in reality become of Lost Sir Mas- 
singberd: whether he lies dead in Fairburn Chase, 
notwithstanding that strict search of ours, or some- 
where else, conveyed by foemen's hands; or if alive, 
he keeps in hiding nigh, for some evil end, or has even 
left British soil for a time, to return, according to his 
threat, on a day when he is least expected. If his 
real whereabouts and true position have been guessed, 
then is he who hit upon it a wiser man, not only than 
I was at that time (which might easily be), but wiser 
than that genius of Bow Street, who? a eye was 
reported to see further into very millstones than auy 
man alive of his time. He arrived at Fairburn with 
his handcuffs and his suspicions, and would, I verily 
believe, have made me his stalking-horse whereby to 
come down upon the guileless Farmer Arabel, and 
extract what might be tantamount to a confession. 

" You know him, Mr. Meredith," he had observed 
to me in his frankest tone, as we walked out together 
after breakfast, on the morning after our arrival; " and 
I look to you to make the matter easy. We will step 
over to the farm at once, if you please, and have a 
glass of home-brewed with the good man, when, I 
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daresay, he will tell us what we want to know, and 
exculpate himself at the same time." 

" Mr. Townshend," I replied, gravely, " I have been 
made a catspaw of already, within a few weeks, and 
until the remembrance of that event has worn on* 
very considerably, I shall not act that part again." 

" Very good, sir," responded the Runner, cheerfully. 
" I only thought that, being a well-wisher to the 
per&on in question, you might have made the thing 
less unpleasant for him. If you went with me, intro- 
ducing me as a gentleman from London, anxious to 
see good farming, for instance — that 'ud tickle him — 
I could bring the subject of the note into conversation; 
then, if he explained to my satisfaction, as he will 
doubtless be able to do, how he got possession of it, it 
will not be necessary to inquire further. He need 
never know as a police-officer had been down here 
with darbies in his pocket, upon the chance of having 
to fit them on his wrists upon the charge of Wilful 
Murder." 

" Tbere is certainly something in that," said I, 
musingly. 

" There is everything in it," returned Mr. Town- 
shend, stepping carelessly over the stile, on the other 
side of which ran the pathway to Mr. Arabel's resi- 
dence. " The idea of this man's guilt being, as you 
say, quite preposterous, it would only be a kindness 
on your part to spare his feelings. That's a fine stout 
old fellow looking at those men at work in yonder 
field, a sort of man that carries his years better than 
one sees people do in London : I should say, now, that 
might be the farmer himself." 

"Really," said I, stopping short, "I think you 
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had better do this business of yours alone, Mr. 
Townshend. I have eaten and drunk in Mr. Arabel'a 
house, and to be concerned in any such errand as this 
seems but a poor return for his hospitality." 

"Ah! it is him, is it? Very good, sir. Well, 
you may just please yourself as to accompanying me 
now. When I have once set eyes on my man, it is 
not my habit to lose sight of him. Still, you might 
have made it easier — for Mm, that is. It is no matter 
to me whether the thing is done soft or hard." And 
the Bow Street runner stepped along as he spoke, 
like a diligent man, who sees his work cut out before 
him. 

After a moment's indecision, I followed upon Mr. 
Townsheud's heels. 

"That's right, young gentleman," observed he, 
approvingly, but without even turning his head. 
" Those is turnips, I suppose, and very good they are 
with capers and a leg of mutton ; as to wheat, I am 
not acquainted with it, at least, so as to know it from 
oats and barley, unless when it's in ear. Agriculture 
is one of them things to which I have not yet given 
my attention ; br.t I means to do so, and I have come 
here for wrinkles concerning it. Kemember that, if 
you please." 

" Very well," said I, sheepishly, for I was obliged 
to confess to myself that Mr. Townshend had got the 
better of me ; and in a few more strides we had got 
within earshot of the farmer. This was not indeed 
very near, but Mr. Arabel had excellent lungs, and 
bade me welcome as soon as he had recognized me. 

" Glad to see you, as likewise any friend of yours, 
Master Meredith. So the rector is back, I hear ; and 
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the wise folks in London can tell no more what hag 
become of Sir Massingberd than we poor folks." 

"No, Mr. Arabel, they cannot; on the contrary," 
said I, determined that there should be no hypocrisy 
upon my part at least, " here is one of them, who is 
come down to Fairburn for information, and relies 
upon you to give it to him too." 

" I should like to know when you saw Sir Mas- 
singberd last," observed the Bow Street runner 
quietly, " and under what circumstances?" 

"That is soon told," returned the farmer, simply; 
" but perhaps you would rather step in out of the 
cold, and take a drop of something while you hear 
it." 

" No, I thank you," said I, firmly, determined that 
the laws of hospitality should not be thus infringed 
with my consent, " I must return to the Rectory at 
once." 

"Then I will walk with you," observed the farmer, 
civilly, " and tell you all 7 Know in a few words. The 
fact is, the squire and I Lad not been on good terms 
for a length of time before his disappearance. He 
was a bad landlord, and did not know how to behave 
to a tenant as would have done his duty by him. He 
wanted his own rent paid to the day, and never had 
to ask it from me, for that matter ; but when he owed 
a little money himself it was dreadful hard to get it 
out of him. There happened to be something due 
from him to me — it was a small matter, made up of 
little things — corn for that horse he bought for 
Master Marmaduke, among others, but the thing had 
been owing for a year or more. I had not deducted 
it from the rent, and therefore he ought to have been 
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the readier to pay it ; but he was not, and at last I 
cut up rough about it, and went to the Hall myseli 
on the loth of last n.onth, and then we rather fell 
out together, the Squire and me." 

"You quarrelled, did you ?" remarked Mr. Town- 
shend, carelessly. 

" Well, yes, we did quarrel ; leastways, I did. Sir 
Massiugberd always quarrelled with whoever asked 
him for payment, so that was nothing. I said that I 
would not leave the house without the money ; but at 
last I did leave upon his solemn promise to pay me 
the next day, that was the very day of his disappear- 
ance, and he did pay me, with as many oaths as one- 
pound notes into the bargain." 

" He paid you these on the 15th of November, 
then," observed the detective. 

" On the 16th," replied the farmer. "I've got a 
memorandum of it in my pocket-book ; here it is, and 
the number of the notes, 82977 to 80 ; there was four 
in all." 

" And those notes you sent to your London agent 
along with more, and you got some foreign stuff back 
from Hamburg in exchange for them. 

''And how the deuce come you to know that?" 
exclaimed the farmer, iu extreme astonishment. 

" Well, it is my business to know a good many 
things," returned the Bow Street runner, getting over 
the stile rather sulkily ; for he Avas well aware by 
this time tliat there would be no employment for his 
favourite bracelets. 

" Well, that may be your friend's business," quoth 
Mr. Arabel, looking after his retreating form ; " but 
I'm gorined if he looks like it. I should have said he 
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was an individual in the same line as myself, only 
fatter ; and though I say it as shouldn't say it, a sight 
more foolish." 

; ' Nay," said I, " he is not a foolish man, Mr. 
Arabel, far from it j although I think he has come 
down to Fairburn upon a fool's errand." 



CHAPTER XXXi. 



I have said that I am approaching the conclusion of 
this my story, and so in truth I am, so far as the 
readers thereof are concerned in it. They will soon 
be put in possession of its secret, and close this 
volume, not altogether without regret, as I hope. 
But for me, and those who played their parts in this 
drama of mystery, months and years went by with- 
out the least clue to its solution. Fairburn Hall 
remained without a master, although not untenanted. 
The same servants occupied it as before, and ex- 
pected, although with less and less of certainty, that 
the Squire would presently return and claim his own 
again. The principal rooms, as was stated, bad been 
locked up and sealed ever since his disappearance, 
and the very neighbourhood of their doors bad begun 
to be avoided after dark. Noises were affirmed to 
have been heard in them, both canine and buman — 
doubtless the gnostly talk held between Gritnjaw 
and Sir Massingberd, who had now no longer any 
reason for silence concerning that evil deed in which 
they had been concerned together so long ago. The 
baronet's voice was also heard in the Park and Chase, 
especially upon windy nights, cursing and threaten- 
ing in a very vehement and life-like manner ; so that 
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his preserves were almost as well protected by the 
terror of bis absence, as tbey had been by that of his 
presence. Eeckless, indeed, must have been the 
poacher who wired hares or slaughtered pheasants in 
the Home Spinney, where tbe dread Sir Massingberd 
must have met with his end, or been spirited away, 
no man knew how or whither. Had it not been for 
this superstitious awe, Oliver Bradford would have 
found it difficult to guard his master's game ; for the 
old keeper, crippled with age and rheumatism, could 
no longer watch o' nights himself, nor could he easily 
induce his subordinates to do so, unless in pairs. 
They, too, bad little liking to be alone in the Home 
Spinney after dusk, nor near the Wolsey Oak, which 
of late years had had certain portentous tenants in tbe 
shape of the two ravens, which were for ever flying 
to and fro between it and their lodging in the church 
tower. The old ancestral saying — 

" 111 for Heaths when raven's croak, 
Bodeful comes from Wolsey 's Oak " — 

was remembered and repeated by the old folks of 
Fairburn to the rising generation, with many a solemn 
head-shake and significant pursing of the lips. Yet, 
oddly enough, the general opinion, even of these 
ancient gossips, was, that Sir Massingberd was yet 
alive. The misfortune prophesied by the ravens was 
held to concern tbe family, or, in other words, young 
Marmaduke, rather than his uncle. If tbe behaviour 
of these intelligent birds proclaimed that the Squire 
was dead, they deserved rather to be held as doves 
of good tidings than what they were. No ; Sir Mas- 
singberd was alive, and would turn up some day or 
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other, wickeder than ever. His return was as con- 
fidently looked for hy many of his vassals, as that of 
Barbarossa was wont to be. 

This was not, of course, the case with reasonable 
persons like Mr. Long, and, I may add, myself. 
When a twelvemonth had elapsed since his disappear- 
ance, Ave both entreated Marmaduke to come down to 
Fairburn, and take possession of what might fairly be 
considered his own. Mr. Gerard and Mr. Clint were 
equally anxious that he should do this, but all per- 
suasion was unavailing. The most that could be 
extracted from him was the promise that when he 
came of age, a year and a half hence, he would do as 
we pleased. It seemed to us, indeed, the height of 
improbability that his uncle should still be in the land 
of the living. It seemed so to the money-lenders, 
who showed themselves anxious to accommodate the 
3'oung man with enormous loans at a very trifling 
rate of interest ; but to the heir himself, it by no 
means appeared so certain. There was something 
characteristic, he thought, of his terrible uncle in this 
mysterious Avithdrawal from human ken, with the 
fiendish object of throwing everything out of gear for 
years, and thus striking terror by his sudden reap- 
pearance. If he did reappear and found another — 
and that one his hated nephew — in the enjoyment of 
his property, how diabolical would be his wrath ! 
There was often quite a sublimity of passion evinced 
by the old baronet upon very slight occasions; but 
all such displays, compared to what would happen in 
the case supposed, would have been but as a cavalry 
inspection at the Curragh to the Balaklava charge. 
Such were the thoughts, I am convinced, which 

2 
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actuated Mannaduke, although he did not express 
them. He confined himself to stating that he did 
not consider he had a right to take possession of Fair- 
burn until the time he mentioned had elapsed (nor, 
indeed, was he legally entitled to do so for seven 
years) ; and I doubt if he would have given even that 
promise, had he not felt sure that some revelation 
would be made in the meantime. 

But no such revelation ivas made, and the day of 
Marmaduke Heath's majority came round at last. 
Whether he would even then have put his purpose of 
coming down to Fairburn into effect, had it depended 
solely upon himself, I cannot say, but he had by that 
time other interests to consult beside his own. Mar- 
maduke Heath and Lucy Gerard were man and wife; 
nor, if you had sought all England through, would 
you have chanced upon a nobler-looking couple. At 
that period, although it was not so afterwards, the 
dependence, the reliance, the looking up for comfort 
and for counsel, so natural and so endearing in 
wedded life, were upon the wrong side — upon Mar- 
maduke's, not Lucy's. All that was done in respect 
to his affairs was done by her; he only thought about 
doing them, and resisted their being done until the 
very last, when, all other means having failed, her 
sweet voice was called in by the councillors for his 
good, and always succeeded. In one matter only 
hud Marmaduke refused even to listen to her — he 
had insisted upon raising a very large sum upon his 
now excellent expectations, and settling it upon her 
before his marriage. In vain he had been assured 
that such a settlement was unnecessary, and the 
interest he would have to pay for the money bor* 
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rowed, absolutely thrown away. The young man had 
his way in this ; and on the day after the execution 
of the deed in question they were married. I had 
determined within myself not to be present at that 
wedding, in spite of a very pressing invitation, and 
although Mr. Long himself attended it. 

" What, not go to see Marmaduke married ?" cried 
my tutor, when I told him of this intention. I call 
him still by that name, although he was at this time 
merely my host, with whom I was stopping during 
one of my Oxford vacations. " Why, Meredith, 
you astonish me beyond measure. I am sure that 
neither of them will think I have rightly married 
them, unless you are there to be bridegroom's man. 
Why, Lucy Gerard loves you, Peter, almost as much 
as she does Marmaduke himself; while Mr. Gerard, 
between you and me, would, I think, have pre- 
ferred " Then I broke down all of a sudden, 

and laid my face between my hands upon the table, 
and sobbed like a child. 

" Peter, Peter, my dear boy," exclaimed the Rec- 
tor, laying his fingers — ah, so pitifully — -upon my 
head ; " I had not dreamed of this. Poor lad, poor 
lad, God comfort you and strengthen you ; I feel for 
you as though you were my very own son. What 
blind worms must we have been not to have seen 
this before ; or, rather, how bravely must you have 
hidden it from us all! She doesn't know it, does she? 
I trust not. Then let her never know it, Peter. I 
do not speak of others, for your feelings deserve to 
be considered as much, and more, dear lad. But, oh, 
think of hers. What bitterness will mingle with her 
Cup of happiness upon that day, when she feels that 
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you are absent from such a cause — for she 'will guess 
the cause at once, Peter." 

" I will be ill," groaned I. " Heaven knows that 
I shall feel ill enough, and that shall be my excuse." 

"And do you think Marniaduke would marry, 
knowing that his best friend lies ill and alone here ? 
He would never do that. They would feel, I hope, 
too, that if it were so, I should not have left you. 
No, Peter; you have been very strong hitherto — be 
strong unto the end. Let her never know that you 
have suffered and are suffering now for her sweet 
sake." 

" I will do what you think is best, dear old friend," 
said I ; " but please to leave me by myself a little just 
now." 

And he did so ; and I battled with my own heart 
and subdued it, and when Marmaduke and Lucy were 
married I was present. 

" My dear Peter, your hand is as cold as a stone !" 
exclaimed the bridegroom, when he wished me " Good- 
bye" that day. But Lucy said nothing, save " Good- 
bye, Peter;" and even to that I could not reply. 
They were very happy, those two, as indeed they 
deserved to be. Whatever was wanting at that time 
in him, her good sense supplied ; while in her, 
neither then nor afterwards, was there anything 
wanting. She had sympathized as much as lay in 
her power in the tastes and opinions of her father ; 
she had had a bringing-up which, in these days, 
would have at least resulted in what is called a 
strong-minded woman, rather as opposed to a gentle 
one. This could scarcely, indeed, have been the 
case with Lucy, but her marriage with Marmaduka 
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made it impossible. Her mind had heretofore been, 
as it were, all orchard, bringing forth fine and 
vigorous fruit ; a portion of it now became a garden, 
producing flowers dainty and rare. Her teacher 
being also her lover, it was no wonder that her pro- 
gress was rapid ; and it is probable that the young 
student had never found his studies so sweet as when 
communicating them to such a pupil. From her 
father she had learned philosophy ; from her husband, 
how to appreciate all that was beautiful in Nature 
and touching in Song. As for her politics, Marma- 
duke was infinitely more solicitous to imbue her with 
correct views respecting the poets, which, perhaps, 
was fortunate enough. She would never have ad- 
mitted, even to please him, that her beloved lather 
was wrong, or even extreme in his view of govern- 
ment ; and, in truth, those opinions of hers — so 
enthusiastic, so trustful, and founded upon the mis- 
take of believing all her fellcw-creature3 as guile- 
less as herself — gave her conversation an added 
charm. To hear her talk of wrongs and rights, with 
heightened colour and earnest eyes — no matter how 
elevated the rank of the person addressed, nor how 
nearly connected with the very executive of whose 
acts she was complaining — was enough to make a 
bishop exchange his mitre for a white hat, and 
adopt the Thirty-nine Articles recommended by Mr. 
Hone. 

"Judge Jeffreys himself could never have had 
the heart to condemn my Lucy for a rebel," Mr. 
Harvey Gerard was wont to say; "although," he 
would add, with a cynical twinkle in his eye, "J 
would not trust my Lord Ellenborough." 
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Mr. Long and myself were both in Harley Street 
upon the day when Marmaduke came of age ; and 
after dinner, Mr. Clint made a little speech, not 
without connivance, I think, beforehand with others 
of the party. He observed, that gratifying as was 
the occasion in question in all respects, it was most 
satisfactory to himself, as concluding the period 
which Marmaduke had assigned as the limit of his 
abstaining from taking his rightful position in the 
world. He ventured to say this much upon his own 
part, as having been connected with the Heath 
family for a lengthened period ; but he would also 
say for others — what he knew they would be back- 
ward to say for themselves — that his young friend 
owed it to them also not to delay the matter any 
longer. 

Marmaduke's face expressed more painful agita- 
tion than I had seen it wear for months. " I suppose 
you are right, Mr. Clint," he returned ; " and, at all 
events, I will be as good as my word, which I passed 
to Mrs. Heath," and he looked at his wife, as though 
he would have appealed to her to release him from 
that promise. 

" Of course, I am right, sir," returned the lawyer 
quickly ; " but you are wrong and very uncivil not 
to give your wife her proper title. Lady Heath, I 
beg to drink your very good health ; Sir Marmaduke, 
here's to your better manners ;" and the lawyer 
emptied his glass, and filled it up again, in case any 
other excuse should arise for the drinking of good 
liquor. 

" Lady Heath's health ; her husband's better man- 
ners," echoed laughingly round the table. 
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Marmaduke nerved himself by a strong effort, and 
replied to this toast with feeling and eloquence. He 
promised to accede to the request made by Mr. Clint, 
and to that end would return with us to Fairburn on 
the next day but one, to make his arrangements per- 
sonally for coming to reside at the Hall. As for his 
not having assumed the title, he protested, amidst 
merriment, that he had not hitherto done so, solely 
out of deference to the feelings of his father-in-law, 
whom he had once heard describe a baronet as a 
something only not quite so bad as a lord. 

We were all delighted not only with the intentions 
Marmaduke thus expressed, but with the cheerfulness 
and gaiety of his manner in speaking of them; and 
when the rest had retired for the night, and my old 
friend and I were in my room having that last chat 
by the midnight fire which is perhaps the zenith of 
human converse, as the curtain lecture is undoubtedly 
the nadir, I could not help congratulating him on his 
change of spirits. " That you are a happy man, I 
know," said I ; "yon would be ungrateful indeed if 
you were otherwise. But I cannot say how pleased 
I am to find that the good Genius, who has so blessed 
you in other respects, has exorcised this phantom 
fear of yours ; that you no longer dread that childish 
bugbear, Sir Massingberd." 

"Hush!" cried he, looking involuntarily over his 
shoulder ; " do not mention that name, Peter. I 
would gladly give up house and laud this moment, 
never to go back to Fairburn ; I have a presentiment 
that evil will come of it. She would absolve me from 
my promise even now — Heaven bless her, as it must 
do, for she is of the angels! — but that there will be 
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another soon whose interests must be looked to as 
■well as our own. You will be godfather, dear Peter, 
will you not ? Lucy and I both wish it. 'Let it be 
Peter's god-child, Marmaduke,' she said to me only 
yesterday, although I should not divulge these secrets 
to an old bachelor like you." 

Of course, I promised readily enough ; but long 
after he had bidden me good-night, I sat over the 
paling embers, thinking, thinking ; and when every 
coal was charred, and the black bars cold that held 
them, I sat thinking still. My hopes, for a few 
fleeting hours, long ago, had been as bright and warm 
as they, and were now as dark — and dead. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 



TAKING TUE SEALS OFF. 



Makmaduke Heath came down to Fairburn accord- 
ing to his promise, but it cost him a great effort. 
With every stage his spirits seemed to fall and fail ; 
and when Mrs. Myrtle at last clasped him in her 
arms — for Master Marmaduke was ever a great 
favourite of hers, and the fact of his having grown 
up and got married weighed with her not a feather — 
his wan face was paler than when she had seen it 
last, notwithstanding its three years of happiness and 
freedom. It was Christmas-time ; the Rectory was a 
bower of ivy and holly-berries ; and just within the 
threshold, the locality which the good housekeeper 
had chosen for her embrace, hung a huge bough of 
mistletoe, the finest that could be found in all the 
Chase. In the spotless kitchen, so exquisitely clean 
that you might, as the phrase goes, " have eaten your 
dinner off the floor," if it had not happened to have 
been a sanded one, there were preparations for sump- 
tuous feasting ; a delightful fragrance, suggestive of 
mince-pies with plenty of citron, pervaded Mrs. 
Myrtle's private parlour, where the divine mysteries 
of Apicius were being celebrated. The little larder, 
cold and immaculate as a dead sucking-pig ready for 
the spit, was victualled with noble meats as for a 
siege ; while monstrous pasties and plum-puddings, 
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too many for the broad stone slabs, reposed upon the 
Dutch tiles that formed its carpet. It was not intended 
that the inhabitants of the Rectory should eat all the 
good things themselves ; but it was a custom of Mr. 
Long, aided and abetted by Mrs. Myrtle, to keep open 
house for about a fortnight at this festive period, and 
to entertain certain worthy persons, who were old and 
indigent, in she sanded kitchen daily. Attempts to 
edify the pone in those days were not made so often 
as they are at present, but it was held essential by 
good Christian country folk to keep Christmas as a 
feast, and to see that others kept it. I suppose Fair- 
burn Hall wns the only house in the county where 
that blessed time was ignored and taken no account 
of; Sir Massingberd had never suffered the slightest 
honour to be paid to it; and his worthy deputy and 
locum tenens, Richard Gilmore, treated it with the 
like contumely. 

The change from the bright, little Rectory, with 
all its hospitable preparations, to the gloomy grandeur 
of the masterless mansion, was very striking, when 
we three crossed the road next morning, to take the 
seals off, which Mr. Long had placed upon the prin- 
cipal rooms, and so, as it were, to break the blockade 
caused by the baronet's disappearance. The contrast 
began even with things without. Half one of the 
globes had been sliced from its pedestal on one side 
of the great iron gates ; and in the very centre of the 
avenue, the grass grew long and rank. The sun-dial 
was cracked and gaped in zig-zag, an emblem of the 
uncertainty that overhung the place. The heraldic 
beasts at the foot of the entrance-steps were much 
more mutilated than when I had seen them last, and 
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had indeed only one stone fore-paw or claw between 
them. Disuse is sister to Abuse, but still how comes 
it that mere absence should beget, as it always does, 
such absolute Ruin ? Had the Squire been at home 
the last three years, the globe upon the pedestal would 
have been whole, the dial flawless, the griflins with at 
least their larger limbs intact; and yet no man was 
ever seen to work this mischief. When the great door 
swuug reluctantly back to admit the new possessor, he 
took my hand, and bade me Welcome, but his tone 
was far from gay. Every glance he cast around him 
evoked, I could see, some unpleasant association, and 
even, perhaps, a vague terror. 

There is something uncanny in exploring any dwel- 
ling, the rooms of which have been locked up and 
unvisited for years — places that have been once con- 
secrated to humanity, but have afterwards been given 
up to Solitude and slow decay. Memories of their 
ancient inmates seem to hang gloomily about them, 
like the cobweb in their corners ; they are eloquent of 
desertion and of death. The shriek of the mouse, 
and the singing of the blue fly in the pane, have 
perhaps alone been heard there in the interim; but 
there seem to have been other and ghostlier noises, 
which cease at our approach. Who knows what 
eerie deeds our sudden intrusion may have inter- 
rupted ! 

" What faces glimmered through the doors, 
What footsteps trod the upper floors," 

ero we broke in ! The peculiar circumstances under 
which our search was made intensified these feelings 
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in us three, and even Gilmore, who accompanied us, 
was affected by them. 

" O'er all there hung the shadow of a fear; 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
This place is ivorse than haunted." 

The library was the first room we entered, which, 
even in the palmiest days of Fairburn Hall, had been 
a dreary room, because the least in use. Except 
Marmaduke himself, no one ever sat there ; the 
wicked books, which were the only sort read and 
patronized by Sir Massingberd, were all in the 
Squire's private sitting-room, and the gaps in the 
shelves that lined the present apartment, revealed 
that the Heaths had laid in a considerable stock of 
them. Old Sir Wentworth, a miser in his old age, 
had been a dunce in his youth, and was once heard 
openly to regret that circumstance from the fact, 
that he was unable to peruse the loose continental 
literature which his ancestors had provided for his 
delectation, free of expense. Jn the rare cases when 
the Oak Parlour had not sufficient accommodation 
for the guests of the missing Squire, they had been 
wont to adjourn to the present apartment, to smoke 
and lounge through half the night; but it bore no 
trace of having been so used. Every chair and sofa 
were in their appointed place, as though they had 
grown up like trees through the dusty carpet. Upon 
the tables and mantelpieces, the dust had settled 
inches thick. The grate was laid ready for lighting ; 
Dut over the coals and sticks hung a sort of mildew, 
that looked as if it would have defied a pine-torch to 
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set light to it. These things we remarked gradually, 
one by one, for the butler had only opened the 
shutters of one window, and the extent of the apart- 
ment was prodigious. The shelves were filled almost 
entirely with quartos — books were not hand-books in 
those days — rich with plates, and " meadows of mar- 
gin ; " you could not have sent a child on an errand 
to bring one of them ; if he had managed to extricate 
a tome at all by painfully loosening it at head and 
foot, it might have fallen out and brained him. A 
fourth of the entire stock was composed of books of 
Catholic theology. " Those," observed Mr. Long, 
" are the most valuable things in the library. Sir 
Nicholas is supposed to have won his bride by paying 
that costly tribute to her faith. The illuminations 
are most rare and splendid. Why, what is this, Gil- 
more? I can't get this volume down. It seems 
stuck to the others." 

The butler grinned maliciously. " I think you will 
find, them all like that, sir. There's nothing but the 
wood-backs left. The Squire disposed of these books 
soon after Mr. Marmaduke left, and got this imitation 
stuff put up instead." 

Mr. Long broke out into wrathful indignation, 
but the young heir kept silence, only smiling 
bitterly. 

" Perhaps he was afraid that their heterodoxy might 
do his nephew harm," remarked I, rather tickled, I 
confess, by this characteristic fraud. 

"No, sir," replied Gilmore, drily; "he merely 
observed, that, being theological works, there was as 
much in them now as before." 

" Impious wretch ! " exclaimed the Rector. " See, 
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he has bartered the Fathers of the Church for a set 
of empty backgammon boards, and lettered them with 
their venerable names." 

" Here, however, is the Family Bible," said I ; "he 
has not sold that." 

The spider had spun his web across the sacred 
volume, but it opened readily enough at the only 
place, perhaps, into which its late owner had ever 
looked — the huge yellow fly-leaf, upon which were 
inscribed the names of the later generations of the 
Heaths ; Sir Massingberd's birth in his father's own 
handwriting, and Sir Wentworth's death in that of 
his son's, and only too probably his murderer's. The 
autograph was bold and flaring, quite different from 
the crabbed hand of the parent, in which the names 
of Gilbert Heath and Marmaduke's mother were also 
written, as likewise that of Marmaduke himself. 
There was a little space beneath the last ; and the 
young heir, looking over my shouldei', pointed to it, 
significantly ; doubtless, it had been hoped by the 
last possessor of the volume that this might one day 
have been filled up by the date of his nephew's 
demise. 

We were about to leave the room, when Mr. Long 
suddenly exclaimed, "Nay, let us try the secret way. 
You told me, I remember, that you did not know 
of Jacob's ladder, Marmaduke. The spring lies in 
the index of Josephus, a wooden volume, which per- 
haps put this notion of wholesale ' dumbies ' into Sir 
Massingberd's head." This practical satire upon the 
unpopularity of the Jewish historian was presently 
discovered, hidden away upon one of those ground- 
floor shelves, which, if the enthusiastic student in- 
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vestigates at all, it must be upon Lis knees. After a 
little manipulation, the spring obeyed, and with a 
surly creak, as if in protest, the whole compartment 
of shelves above moved slowly outward on some 
hidden hinge, and disclosed the narrow stairs that 
ended in the shepherdess of the state chamber. The 
steps were worm-eaten, and the wall on both sides 
hung with moth-devoured and ragged tapestry. 
Marmaduke shrank back, and gazed upon the aper- 
ture with abhorrence and dismay. To what vile 
purposes might it not have been used, besides that 
of attempting to overthrow a poor child's reason : 
nay, was it not possible that what we had sought, 
yet feared to find for so long, might be in this very 
place, where no eye could have looked or thought of 
looking ! Might it not have hidden there, and been 
imprisoned alive in righteous retribution, by the very 
spring which had ministered to hate and cruelty ? 
"I went up here," said Mr. Long, divining the 
young man's thoughts, " when I searched the house 
with Gilmore, and put on the seals. I think we 
should climb Jacob's ladder, Marmaduke ; as you 
will make the Hall your home, it is well to leave no 
spot in it associated with any unpleasantness, un- 
familiar." So saying, the Rector led the way, and 
we all followed : there was some delay while he 
opened the door above, and certainly it was not a 
cheerful position for us in the meantime, cooped up 
in the darkness, with the arras touching us with its 
ghostly folds on either side the narrow way ; but I 
think that my tutor's advice was good, and that his 
old pupil experienced a feeling of satisfaction when 
the thing was done. Once more we stood together 
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in that state bedroom where Marinaduke had suffered 
such ghastly terrors when a boy. 

"Shall I ever forget those nights!" muttered ho 
•with a shudder. " Can this room ever be otherwise 
than hateful to me ! It was here, as I sat weak and 
ill in that arm-chair, that my uncle struck me for 

losing . Stay, now I remember it all. Remove 

this skirting-board, Gilmore; take the poker; do 
not spare the rotting wood. Ay, there it is." A 
yellow something lay amid the dust and rubbish, 
which on inspection turned out to be a gold pencil- 
case. " That was lent me by my uncle, a dozen 
years ago," said Marmaduke musing, " and he 
chastised me for losing it. It had rolled under 
yonder skirting-board, but I was too terrified at the 
time to recollect the fact. I wish I could forget 
things now. Undo the other shutters, Richard. 
Light, more light." 

And thus we let the blessed sunlight into all the 
shuttered rooms. It glanced in galleries on knights 
in all their panoply, and smote the steel upon their 
visors, as though the flame of battle once more 
darted from their eyes ; it made their tattered pennons 
blush again, and tipped their rusted spears with 
sudden fire. It flashed upon the stern ancestral 
faces on the Avail, and through their dust evoked 
a look of life. That winter sun had uot the power 
to warm, however ; all things struck cold. The 
dark oak-panels chilled us from their waveless 
depths ; the cumbrous organ, carved with fruit and 
flowers, kept frozen silence ; while in the chapel, Sir 
Nicholas in stone and mildew struck to our marrow. 
His lady opposite, upon her knees in her " devout 
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oratory," gave us cold looks, as though we had inter- 
rupted her devotions. In vain the painted windows, 
high and triple arched, cast down " warm gules," 
upon her marble breast, and filled the sacred place 
■with glorious hues. In vain the gilded scroll 
"Praieforhys Soule," appealed to U3 through dust 
and damp, and his memorial pane blushed scarlet in 
its endeavour to perpetuate his infamy. All things 
seemed cursed in that accursed house ; the hallowed 
places desecrated, and those where hospitality and 
good fellowship were meant to reign, solitary and 
barren. There was one apartment still which had 
been left by common consent to be visited last of all 
— Sir Massingberd's oak parlour. There he might 
have been said to have lived, for it was the only 
sitting-room he used from early morning — and he 
was no great sleeper — until very l-ate at night. 
There, as we have seen, he had held his audiences, 
and dined, and sometimes slept after any deep 
debauch. By all the household, except Gilmore, it 
was held as a Bluebeard's chamber, and would not 
have been entered upon any account, even had it not 
had the Rector's seal upon it. It was here that the 
lost baronet had passed his last hours within the 
house, and thither he had intended to return — if he 
had meant to return at all — before he retired for the 
night. The butler entered it first, and let the light 
in ; then Mr. Long, then I, then Marmaduke. Al- 
though I had been there once before, I scarcely re- 
cognized the place, for upon that occasion the Squire 
himself had occupied it, and I had had no eyes 
except for him. It was doubtless a comfortable 
room enough when the fire was shining on ita 
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polished walls, and the red curtains snugly drawn 
over the windows ; but with that thin December 
light — for it was afternoon by this time — creeping 
coldly in upon the three-year-old ashes of the burnt- 
out fire, and on the panels, smeared with spots and 
stains, it was very cheerless : 

" There was no sign of life, save one : 
The subtle spider, that from overhead 

Hung like a spy on human guilt and error, 
Suddenly turn'd, and up its slender thread, 

Kan with a nimble terror." 

This insect had woven its webs in every nook and 
cranny, in readiness for the prey that rarely came, 
and the slanting pillars of motes and light that 
streamed into the gloom seemed almost as palpable 
as they. A door led up by three or four steps into 
Sir Massingberd's bedroom — a bare unfurnished 
place, where skins of wild animals, instead of carpet, 
were spread for a banquet to the moth. His shoot- 
ing-boots stood up still stiff and strong beside the 
empty grate, although they were white with mildew, 
and his night-gear lay folded upon the rotting pillow, 
in prepai'ation for his rest. The sitting-room, however, 
bore the more striking vestiges of its late proprietor. 
The huge arm-chair stood a little aside from the 
fender, where he had pushed it back as he rose to 
leave the room ; and the book which he had been 
reading lay open with its face to the table, ready for 
him to resume its perusal upon his return. A spirit- 
case with the stoppers in, the couple of cigars which 
it had been Sir Massingberd's invariable custom to 
Smoke before going to bed, and a few fly-blown 
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lumps of sugar, were set out in hideous travesty of 
creature-comfort. The Eector took up the volume, 
and with one involuntary glance towards the fire- 
place, tore the wrinkled and blue-spotted leaves to 
fragments. A scurrilous French novel had engaged 
the last hours of the wretched old man, ere ho went 
forth — to his doom. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 



THE FAIRY S WAND. 



There are but few of us, I fear, who can say: 
" Though I should die suddenly, ami at the most 
unlooked-for time, there will be nothing left behind 
me which I would have destroyed, even though I 
had had the opportunity." Of course there are none 
who can boast that they are at peace with all man- 
kind ; that they leave nothing unrepented of or 
unatoned for; that their human affairs and social 
relations are exactly where they would have wished 
them to be. But independent of these matters, 
neglected by the very best of us, how eagerly must 
many a man desire, between the warning and swift 
stroke of death, that he had had but a little time — 
a little strength to set, not, indeed, his house in 
order, but his desk and his note-book. What a 
cruel shock have many a family received, after they 
nave lost the Head whom they have worshipped so 
many years, by discovering, where they looked for no 
such thing, after his death, that he had all along (as 
will be thought) been even such a one — not as them- 
selves, but worse — as they whom they had been 
taught by his own self to look upon with contempt, 
cr at least with pity ; as they who, by contrast with 
himself, were persons base and vile. Is there no 
letter, reader, ragged and time-worn, perhaps, but 



THE FAIRY'S WAND. 311 

Btill legible, lying among that heap of correspondence 
you intend to winnow some day — which it will be 
better to burn now ? Is there no half- forgotten gift, 
meant for your own eyes alone, when they were 
brighter than at present, which it would be well to 
make an end of this very day ? Can you say : 
" Even though I do not return home to-night, or ever 
again, but am smashed by a railway locomotive, or 
driven over by a 'bus, or poisoned in a cab, yet there 
will be nothing of mine, nothing when my friends 
take stock of my personal effects, of which I need be 
ashamed." If so, thou art a good man indeed — or 
one of exceeding prudence. Above all things, my 
friends, be good, for that is best ; but if not, at least 
be prudent. Let your memories be sullied with no 
stain, at all events, in the thoughts of those you 
leave at home. The actions of the unjust blossom in 
their dust into flowers compared with which the 
deadly nightshade is as the violet or the rose. The 
satirist tells us that in a week, a month, a year at 
most, the memory of a dead man dies eveu from the 
hearts of those he held most dear. This is not true ; 
but the satirist would have been severer yet, and 
have spoken truth as well, had he said that the 
memory of a dead man, so far as his vice and wicked- 
ness are concerned, dies not at all among his kin. It 
is spoken of in whispers by the purest, aud renders 
them less pure ; it is made light of by the vicious, 
but only to excuse their wrongful acts by a worse 
example. " Wild as I may be, I am not so wild as 
the governor was in his day," is a terrible legacy of 
comfort to leave behind one to one's son. 

It is possible that even Sir Massingberd Heath 
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may at some far-back time have deemed it necessary 
to lay to his soul some flattering unction of this kind. 
There were Sir Wentworth and Sir Nicholas, and 
many a Heath to extenuate his acts, if bad example 
might do it. But the time came to him, and very 
farly in life, when he had no longer this slender 
justification, since he had outdone his worse pro- 
genitor in vice and folly. Mr. Clint had known, 
]\lr. Long had guessed — we all of us had suspected 
more or less that the lost baronet's life had been 
evil beyond that of an ordinary man ; but the dumb 
revelations which were made concerning it iu the 
necessary examination of his papers, were simply 
shocking. After destroying these, the next approach 
to cleansing Fairburn Hall was to discharge all the 
indoor domestics. Mr. Richard Gilmore resented this 
conduct towards a faithful servant of the family, as 
he styled himself, very bitterly; but he departed 
with the rest, laden, there is little doubt, with a very 
considerable plunder. Presently the upholsterers came 
down from town with a great following of work- 
people, and a caravan of waggons, bearing costly 
furniture ; then a host of servants, selected with as 
much care as was possible, replaced the exiles ; and 
when all was ready within and without — the waste 
places of the grounds being reclaimed, and put upon 
the same footing with those which hitherto had alone 
been "kept up" — Sir Marmaduke Heath and his wife 
themselves took possession of Fairburn Hall. 

Art had already done much to change that sombre 
house into a comfortable as Avell as splendid mansion; 
but the presence of its new mistress did more than 
all to rescue it from the long tyranny of decay and 
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gloom. Beneath her smile, the shadows of the past 
could take no shape, but vanished, thin and pale. 
She would allow them nowhere resting-place. Where 
they had been wont to gather thickest to her hus- 
band's eyes, she quelled them by her radiant presence, 
day and night. The Oak Parlour and its adjoining 
bedroom she formed into a double boudoir for her 
own sweet self; and straightway all bat-winged, 
harpy-headed memories, the brood of evil deeds, flew 
from it as the skirts of Night before the dawn, and 
in their place an angel-throng came fluttering in, and 
made it their abode. No stage-fairy, wand in hand, 
ever effected transformation-scene more charming and 
complete. One fear, and one alone, now agitated 
Marmaduke's heart, for the safety of his priceless 
wife in her approaching trial. He would have gladly 
cancelled nature's gracious promise, and lived child- 
less all his days, rather than any risk should befall 
Lucy. His friends, his servants, and the villagers, 
brimful of hope that there should be an heir to Fair- 
burn, flowed over in earnest congratulations ; but 
for his part, he felt apprehensive only. His heart 
experienced no yearning for the child who might 
endanger the mother. 

In accordance with her plan of ignoring all that 
had gone before of shame and sorrow, and regene- 
rating evil places with a baptism of joy, Lady Heath 
had chosen the state chamber itself as her sleeping 
apartment, and there, in due time, she safely brought 
forth a son. Upon his knees, Marmaduke thanked 
Heaven for the blessing which was thus vouchsafed 
to him, but above all, in that it had brought with it 
no curse. Verily had the house of mourning become 
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the house of feasting, and the chamber of sorrow the 
chamber of mirth. 

The unconscious father had been sitting by the 
library fire, endeavouring vainly to distract his mind 
from what was occurring upstairs, and turning his 
eyes restlessly ever and anon towards the door, when 
the voice of Dr. Sitwell suddenly broke the silence. 

" Sir Marmaduke, I congratulate you ; you have a 
son and heir." 

"And my wife ?" cried the husband, impatiently. 

" She is as well as can possibly be expected, I do 
assure you." 

" You are very welcome," exclaimed the young 
baronet ; " and would have been so, although you 
had chosen to burst your way in with a torpedo. 
But I confess you startled me a good deal." 

" I am afraid I did," returned the doctor, in a 
voice like a stream of milk and honey, " although it 
was not my intention to do so. But the fact is, I did 
not come in by the door at all. Her ladyship desired 
that I should bring you the good news by way of 
Jacob's Ladder ; and I may add, that you may come 
back with me that way and see her yourself for just 
one quarter of a minute." 

So even Jacob's Ladder was made a pleasant 
thoroughfare to Marmaduke, and dearer from that 
hour than all staircases of wood or stone. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 



FOUND. 



Now, when Marmaduke junior, who was named also 
Peter, to mark the regard which both its parents had 
for my poor self, became of the ripe age of fourteen 
weeks or so, and the spring had so far advanced 
upon the summer as to admit of open-air rejoicings, it 
was determined that the advent of the heir of 
Fairburn should be celebrated with all due honour. 
This would have been done before, for Lady Heath 
had soon recovered her strength, and the child was 
reported to be a miracle of health and plumpness, had 
it not been for the backwardness of the season. The 
Hall had, of course, made merry upon the matter 
long ago ; and if all the poor in the place had not 
done so, it was from no want of materials in the way 
of creature-comfort supplied by the young Squire. 
But what Marmaduke had waited for was settled fine 
weather, in order that the Chase might be fdled by 
merrymakers, whose happiness should cleanse it from 
all memories of woo and wrong. Much of these, it 
is true, had been effaced already; a portion of the 
Park had been given up to the villagers for cricket 
and other sports — a grant common enough now, but 
one almost unexampled in those days — and the right 
of way, which Sir Massingberd had spent so many 
hundreds in opposing, had been voluntarily sur 
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rendered. Oliver Bradford still retained his office, 
but being almost bedridden, inspired less terror thau 
of yore among evil-doers ; this was not so much to be 
regretted, however, since there was now little want, 
and therefore few poachers in Fairburn, while the 
general popularity of the young Squire lessened 
even those. I am afraid that if the new owner had 
heard a gun discharged at night in the Home Spinney 
itself, it is doubtful whether he would have laid down 
his book, or hesitated more than usual iu his vain 
attempt to checkmate his wife at chess, in order to 
listen for the second barrel. The terror of the Lost 
Baronet had long been fading from his old domain ; 
and upon this occasion, when old and young were 
all invited to make holiday in those once almost 
unknown retreats of hare and deer, there was no 
urchin but was determined— by no means single- 
handed, however — to explore them thoroughly. The 
very Wolsey Oak, which the ravens had made their 
quarters, was not shunned, but in the great space 
about it races were run, and dances danced, and its 
vast trunk was made the very head-quarters of 
childish merriment. These young folks did not affect 
the company of their elders, except when the gongs 
gave signal from the various marquees that there was 
food afoot, when they nocked to meet their parents 
at the heaped-up boards with a dutiful celerity. The 
higher class of tenantry were upon the lawn, and 
among them mixed with stately condescension a 
goodly number of the county aristocracy. I remem- 
ber that some of the latter introduced upon this 
occasion the new dance called tne quadrille, which 
had just arrived from Paris at that time. It had 
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come over in the bad company of the waltz ; but that 
lively measure was held to be too indecorous to be 
imported to Fairburn under its new regime. Every- 
body, when out of earshot of the host and hostess, 
was talking about the change that had taken place in 
this respect. 

" How odd this all seems ! " quoth Squire Broad- 
acres to his neighbour, Mr. Flinthert, heir of the late 
lamented admiral. " None of us, I suppose, have 
been at the Hall here for this quartet nf a century." 

" Ay, that at least," quoth the other. " Of course, 
it is a great matter to see people in the Heaths' 
position properly conducted as to morals; but I doubt 
whether this young fellow may not go astray in 
another and even a still more dangerous direction. 
They say his politics are, dear me, shocking." 

" Not a bit of it," replied Mr. Broadacres. " It 
isn't in the Heath blood to be radical ; but his wife, 
she rules the roast, you see; and a devilish pretty 
woman too; I could find it in my heart to forgive 
her anything." 

"But that fellow, Harvey Gerard, her father — 
why, he's a downright sans-culotte, sir." 

" The Gcrards are bound to be, my dear sir," re- 
turned the jolly squire. "All these things are a 
question of family; it's nothing but that. lam told 
there is some French blood in him." 

" We want nothing of that sort down in Midshire," 
responded Mr. Flinthert, shaking his head. 

" But we have got it, you see, my friend, and 
therefore we must make the best of it. It was all 
very well to ignore Gerard while he was a new-comer 
at the Dovecot, although, mind you, he was always a 
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gentleman, every inch of him, notwithstanding his 
queer opinions; but now that he is become so nearly 
connected with Sir Marmaduke, and living at the 
Hall half his time, why, the county must make up its 
mind to receive bim." 

"I shall let him perceive, however, that it does 
so — so far, at least, as I am concerned — upon suffer- 
ance, and, as it were — what is the word ? — ay, 
vicariously." 

" Very good," observed Mr. Broadacres, dryly. " I 
am not quite clear as to your meaning; but if you 
intend to put Harvey Gerard down, I do not think 
you will meet with any very triumphant success. 
Why, Sir Massingberd here, who would have grap- 
pled with the devil, was tripped up and thrown by 
this man with the greatest ease." 

" Nevertheless, I shall give him the cold shoulder," 
observed Mr. Flinthert, stiffly; "although I shall 
studiously avoid being rude." 

" Faith, I would recommend your doing that, my 
friend," laughed the jolly squire. "If you turned 
your back upon Harvey Gerard, instead of your 
shoulder, my belief is that he'd kick you." 

" That he'd do what ? " exclaimed Mr. Barnardistone 
Flinthert, late high-sheriff and present magistrate and 
custos rotulorum of Midshire, 

" That he'd take advantage of the opportunity, 
that's all," returned Mr. Broadacres, quietly. "No, 
no, sir, with a man like Gerard, all good Tories 
should keep on good terms. One can't hang him, 
you know, like a radical tailor, and therefore it's 
quite worth while to make ourselves appear to the 
best advantage. A stupid slight to a clever man 
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has often done more harm to the cause of good 
government than a whole regiment of dragoons can 
remedy." 

"Oh, curse his cleverness! " responded Mr. Flint- 
herr, savagely. "I'm for no such milk-and-water 
measures. I think it's the duty of somebody to tell 
young Marmaduke " 

" Well, say it yourself" interrupted Mr. Broad- 
acres. 

" It's a positive duty, I say, that somebody should 
go to the baronet, and tell him frankly that all this 
leniency to poaching fellows, and liberty to the rabble, 
cannot but lead to harm. ' You're a young man,' he 
should be told, ' and don't understand these things ; 
but that is the opinion of the county, and it behoves 
you to know it.' " 

" That would do more harm than good, Mr. Flint- 
hert. You may depend upon it that Marmaduke 
Heath thinks for himself in these matters, notwith- 
standing that I dare say Gerard and his pretty daugh- 
ter have had some influence. The young fellow 
naturally goes exactly counter to all that his uncle 
did before him. This holiday-making and mixture of 
high and low here, are themselves enough to make 
Sir Massingberd turn in his grave." 

" Ay, if he is in his grave," responded Mr. Flint- 
hert, darkly. "But who knows whether he may not 
turn up some day after all ; tell me that." 

" I can't tell you that," responded Mr. Broadacres; 
" but I'll bet you ten guineas to one that he never 
does." 

" Ay, but if he did ! " replied the other, gloomily. 
" If he was to appear this very day, for instance, 
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what a scene it would be — what a revolution for some 
people!" 

" Well, if he did, he'd find the property greatly 
improved — except that that right of way has been 
reopened through the Park ; all his thieving servants 
dismissed ; all his debts settled ; and his mad gipsy 
wife amply provided for, and well content, I am told, 
among her vagabond friends." 

Conversations somewhat similar to the above 
were being held all over the lawn, for its denizens 
were not, like the lower classes, so bent upon mere 
physical enjoyment as to be dead to the delights of 
scandal. But when the great bell rang for their 
afternoon repast, which was to be partaken of in one 
enormous tent, and at one gigantic table, the upper 
part of which was reserved for the gentlefolks, such 
talk was hushed, of course, and congratulations of 
host and hostess and the infant heir was the only 
wear for every countenance. Not a word about the 
uncertainty of Sir Marmaduke's tenure of Fairburn 
was whispered over the good cheer, or a suggestion 
hazarded regarding the last proprietor's possible reap- 
pearance. Far less, we mpy be certain, was any hint 
at such matters let fall when the health of the future 
Sir Peter — two generations from Somebody, and not 
to be associated with him upon any account — was 
proposed by Mr. Broadacres, and drunk with a 
genuine enthusiasm that brought the tears into his 
mother's eyes, who with many a fair county dame 
graced the banquet as spectators. Then Mr. Long 
rose up and spoke of Marmaduke as one whom he 
had known and loved from his youth up, and the 
cheeriDg rose tumultuous (but especially at the 
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tenants' table, because they knew him best), and was 
heard afar by the peasantry who were dining likewise 
elsewhere, and who joined in it uproariously, although 
they had already paid due honours to their lord ; so 
that all the Park was filled with clamour. To both 
these toasts, Sir Marmaduke, aglow with happiness 
and excitement, the handsomest man by far in that 
great company, with a grateful smile upon his student 
lips, gave eloquent response. 

But when Lucy's health was proposed by Mr. 
Arabel, who dwelt, in homely, but fitting terms, upon 
her total lack of pride, her kindliness to all that 
needed help, her beauty, which was sunshine to them 
all, then the young Squire lost his self-command. 
He rose to speak with evident embarrassment ; he 
saw herself before him, watching him with eyes that 
had plenty of pride for him in them, and listening 
for his words as though his tongue dropped jewels ; 
he knew that he could not contradict one word of 
praise that had been showered upon her, he could 
not mitigate in modesty a single phrase of her euk>- 
gium, because it was all true, and none but he knew 
how much more she was deserving of. While he 
stood there silent for a moment, but radiant with lips 
just parting for his opening sentence, there was a 
commotion at the far end of the tent. With that 
mysterious swiftness wherewith ill news pervades the 
minds of men, all knew at once some terrible occur- 
rence had taken place. Several of the tenants rose, 
as if to intercept some person coming up towards tW 
upper table, but others cried, " Go on, it must be 
told." For an instant, Lucy's glance flashed round 
to see that her child was safe in its nurse's arms, 

Y 
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then made her way swiftly and silently to her 
husband's side. Before she reached it, before the 
man who bore the tidings could get nearly so far, 
the whisper had gone round, " Sir Massingberd is 
found." 

I shall never forget Marrnaduke's face when he 
heard those words : his colour fled, his eyes wandered 
timidly hither and thither, his lips moved, but no; 
sound came from them. At the touch of his wife's 
hand upon his arm, however, a new life seemed to be 
instilled into him, and as a village boy came forward 
bearing a rusty something in his hand, he stretched 
his hand out for it, murmuring, " What is this ? Why 
do you bring this to me ?" The boy was bashful, 
and gave no answer ; but Farmer Arabel stepped 
forward very gravely, and spoke as follows : — 

" Why, Mr. Marmaduke, you see," he said, un- 
consciously reserving the tit.e for the man he had in 
his mind, " that is the life-preserver Sir Massingberd 
always went about with in his woods at night ; I 
know it by the iron ring by which a leathern strap 
fastened it round his wrist. Where did you find it, 
eh, boy?" 

" Well, sir, we was a-playing at Hide — me and 
Bill Jervis, and Harry Jones, and a lot of us — and 
the Wolsey Oak was Home. So while it was the 
other side's turn to hide, and we was waiting for 
them to cry ' Whoop,' we began to knife the tree a 
bit, , to pass the time; and digging away at the 
bottom of the trunk, we made a hole, and presently 
came upon the head of this, thing here, and dragged 
it out. Then; we made a bigger hole, and please, sir, 
there was great big bones, and we couldn't pull them 
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through. Then we was frightened, and called to Jem 
Meyrick, the keeper, as was in the booth close by ; 
and he climbed up to the fork of the tree, and cried 
out that the Wolsey Oak was hollow, and there was 
a skeleton in it, standing up; and they do say as it's 
Sir Massingberd." 

While the boy was yet speaking a knot of men 
came slowly up from the direction of the Oak, bear- 
ing something among them, and followed at a little 
distance by a vast crowd, all keeping an awful silence. 
When they got near the opening of the tent, they set 
their ghastly burden down upon the lawn ; and we 
all went forth to look at it, including Marmaduke 
himself, with a face as pale as ashes, and clutching 
Lucy by the hand, as though he feared some power 
was about to tear her from him. I heard her 
whisper to him, " This may not be Lost Sir Mas- 
singberd after all." 

Dr. Sitwell heard her also, and at once officiously 
replied, "Oh, but it is, my lady; there has no man 
died in Fah'burn for these thirty years, except the 
late baronet, who could have owned those bones. I 
will pledge my professional reputation that yonder 
man, when clothed in flesh and blood, was six feet 
four. What a large skull, and what gigantic thigh 
bones ! " 

" Ay," quoth Mr. Remnant, the general dealer, 
who was kneeling down beside the skeleton and exa- 
mining it with minuteness, as though it had been 
offered to him for safe. " Here is something hard 
and dry, with iron nails upon it, which was once a 
shooting-shoe, one of a pair, or I am much mistaken, 
which I sold to Sir Massingberd myself." 
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"And here," quoth Jem Meyrick, stepping for- 
ward, " is summat as I think must have been the 
Squire's great gold chain, which I found at the bottom 
of the trunk. The Wolsey Oak is quite hollow, Sir 
Marrnaduke, although none of us knew it. It is my 
belief that Sir Massingberd must have climbed up 
into the fork to look about him, for he seemed to be 
expecting poachers on that night ; and that the rotten 
wood gave way beneath him, and let him down feet 
foremost into the trunk. - ' 

Without doubt, this was the true explanation of 
the matter. The skeleton was found with the arms 
above the head, a position which had precluded self- 
extrication; although it was evident that the wretched 
man had made great efforts to escape from his living 
tomb, since what remained of the shoe of the right 
foot was much turned up, and retained deep marks 
of the pressure of the buckle. As I looked at these 
relics of humanity, the gipsy's curse recurred to my 
mind with dreadful distinctness : "May he perish, inch 
by inch, within reach of the aid that shall never come, 
ere the God of the poor take him into His hand." 

It was a singular feature in the case, and one 
which was of course made to point its moral among 
the villagers, that had Sir Massingberd not closed 
the Park, and refused the right of way, he could 
scarcely have thus miserably perished; since the foot- 
path, as I have said, absolutely skirted the tree in 
question, and people would have passed close by it at 
all hours. It reminded me of the evil fate of James 
I. of Scotland, who might have escaped his mur- 
derers in the Blackfriar's Abbey at Perth, but for the 
simple fact that he had caused the montk of a certain 
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vault to oe bricked up, because his tennis-balls were 
wont to roll through it. How long the wretched 
Squire had suffered before Death released him from 
his fangs, it was impossible to guess; or whether that 
terrible cry heard by Dick Westlock that same night, 
and by myself next morning, was indeed from the 
throat of Sir Massingberd in his agony. 

We were the two persons who had been nearest to 
the Wolsey Oak, between the period of his entomb- 
ment and the search instituted throughout the Chase. 
He must have been dead before that, for the seekers 
passed close beside the tree without the least suspicion 
of the ghastly Thing it held; unless, indeed, he had 
heard our voices, but, choked by that time by the 
falling dry-rot, was unable to reply. No wonder the 
ravens had sought the Wolsey Oak, and croaked forth 
Doom therefrom so long. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

l'envoi. 

Weeks elapsed before Marmaduke Heath recovered 
from the shock of this discovery, but when he once 
began to do so, he grew up to be quite another man in 
body and mind. 

It was only by this change, when we saw him so 
strong and cheerful, that we got to estimate how 
powerful had been that sombre influence which had 
eo long overshadowed him, and, what great exertion 
it must have cost him to let it appear to us so little. 
The uncertainty of his tenure in Fairburn Hall had 
secretly affected him very deeply, in spite of the 
wand of the good fairy. He went to France for 
a little trip with his father-in-law for a thorough 
change, and there it was he had that duel thrust 
upon him of which we have incidentally made men- 
tion. Let us not judge him harshly in that matter, 
for men of his day were as wanting in moral courage 
as they were ignorant of physical fear. Yet what a 
risk — ay, and what a selfish risk — he ran therein, let 
iJone the unchristian wickedness of that wicked 
adventure. 

He never dared to reveal to Lucy what he had 
done, but he confessed it to Harvey Gerard, who 
rebuked him roundly for the crime; observing, how- 
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ever, to myself, not without some pride, that he had 
always averred Marmaduke was a fine fellow, and 
entertained a proper contempt for all bullies and 
scoundrels. The young baronet acted weakly, doubt- 
less, but the duellist's blood was surely upon his own 
head. At all events that was the view Marmaduke 
himself took of the matter, and there was now not a 
happier man in all Midshire than he; discharging 
the duties of his rank and position in a manner that 
won the applause of all his neighbours, sooner or 
later, although Mr. Flinthert's applause came very 
late indeed. 

Year after year, I was a frequent guest at Fair- 
burn Hall, and never set foot in a house with inmates 
more blessed in one another. Year by year, Lucy 
seemed to grow in goodness, and even, as it seemed 
to me, in beauty. I saw her last with silver hair 
crowning her still unwrinkled brow; and since that 
day no fairer sight has met these failing eyes. 

Death has long released the noble soul of Harvey 
Gerard, but his name is borne not unworthily by a 
grandson as fearless as himself, and after it the hard- 
won letters V. C. In a sunny spot in the little 
church-yard at Fairburn lies my dear old tutor — far 
from the iron rails which enclose the bones of the 
long missing baronet. 

Sir Feter But why should 1 further speak of 

death, and make parade of loss and change ? — an old 
man like me should, having told his tale, be silent, 
and not court stranger ears to "gain the praise that 
comes to constancy " 

The last time I saw Fairburn, it lay in sunshine. 
There was no trace of that bad man whose deeds onco 



328 LOST SIR MASS1NGBEKD. 

overshadowed it, save that in one great space, close to 
the public footway through the park, there was a vast 
bare ring, where grass, it was said, had never grown, 
although the Wolsey Oak, which had once stood 
above it, had been cut down for forty years and 
more. 

The place was cursed, so village gossip told, by 
Lost Sir Massingberd. This may be true or not. 
My tale itself may lie open to suspicion of untruth, 
and this and that, which have been therein narrated, 
have already been pronounced " improbable," " im- 
possible," ''absurd." To critics of this sort, I have 
only to express my regret that the mission of the 
author has in my case been reversed, and facts have 
fallen into such clumsy hands as to seem fiction. 

Let me add one extract from the works of an 
author popular in my young clays, hut now much 
oftener quoted than perused. He is describing a 
picture sale attended by the dilettanti. A carkiug 
connoisseur is abusing some effort of an unhappy 
artist to pourtray nature. " This fellow," cries he, 
" has even had the audacity to attempt to paint a fly ! 
That a fly, forsooth!" and he flips at it with con- 
temptuous fingers. 

The fly flew away. It was a real one! 
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The Dawn of Light between her last 
Moments and Eternity. 

"Aa clouds of adversity gathered arouiid, Mark Antoinette displayed a Patience and Oonrage 
in Unparalleled Sufferings such as few Saints and Martyrs have equalled. . The Pure Ore of 

her nature was but hidden under the cross of worldlmess, and the scorching fire of suffering 
revealed one of the tenderest hearts, and one of the Bravest Natures that history records, 

(Wnich will haunt all who have studied that tremendous dr^ma, 
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.)" 

11 When tone reflects that 
a century which considered itself 
enlightened, of the most refined 
civilization, ends with public acts 
of such barbarity, one begins to 
doubt of Human Nature itself, 
and fear that the brute which is 
always in Human Nature, has 
tile ascendancy/" — Goweb. 

"Power itself hath not one' 
half the Might of Geutleness.' 

"She who Kocks the Cradle 
liulesthe World.:' 

"Extinguish all emotions of 
heart and what differences will 
remain ? I do not say between 
man and brute, but between Man 
and mere inanimate Clod J " 

— Cicbbo. 

The Unspeakable 

Grandeur or the Human 

Heart. 

The Drying up of a single 
tear ha s more Honest Fame 
than Shedding SEAS OF 
GORE!!! 

All Hope of Succour but from Thee is Past I 

What is Ten Thousand Times more Horrible than Revolution or War? 

OUTRAGED NATURE ! •■* 

" World ! O men! what are we, and our best designs, that we must work by crime to 
punish crime, and slay, as if death had but this one gate? "— BrnoN. 

"What is Ten Thousand Times more Terrible than Revolution or War? Outraged Nature! 
8he kills and kills, and is never tired of killing, till she has taught man the terrible lessou he 
is so slow in learn— that Nature is only conquered by obeying her .... Man has his courtesies 
in Revolution and War; he spares the woman and child. But Nature is fierce when she is 
offended; she spares neither woman nor child. She has no pity, for some awful hut most good 
reason. She is not allowed to have any pity. Silently she strikes the sleeping child with as little 
remorse as she would strike the strong man with musket or the pickaxe in his hand. Oh ! would 
to God that some man had the pictorial elonncnco to put before the mothers of England the m«*« 
ofjtrrvtittibi*' suffering,, the mass of prevenLible agony of mind which exists in England year Hfter 
year."— Kkngsley. 

MORAL, -Life is a Battle, not a Victory. Disobey ye who will, but 

ye who disobey must suffer. 

[Seb Ovkk. 




LIGH T ™™ DARK NESS. 

" It is very characteristic of tlie late Prince Consort— « man himself of the purest 
mind, who powerfully impressed ami influenced others by slieer force of Ms own benevolent 
nature— when drawing up the conditions of the annual prize to be given by Her Majesty 
at Wellington College, to determine that it should be awarded Not to the Cleverest 
Boy, nor the most Bookish Boy, nor to the most Precise, Diligent, and 
Prudent Boy, but to the Noblest Boy, to the Boy who should show the 
most promise or becoming- a Large-Hearted, High-Motived Man."-6'»ufa. 

" TIci'o noble in reason! koto infinite in faculty ! in action how like an Angel! in 
ajrprehension hum like a God." 

"SHAKESPEARE, the Greatest Genius who lias ever yet lived," taught the 

Divineuess ot Forgiveness, of Perpetual Mercy, of Coh-itant Patience, of 
Endless Peace, of Perpetual Gentleness. If you can show me one who knew things 
better man this man, show him !! I know him not!! If he had appeared as a Divine, 
they would have Burned Him ; as a Politician, t. ey would have Beheaded Him. 
'" He Taught than Kindness is Nobler than Revenge ! ! 

The KjiV. Gi-oege Dawson. M.A 
"Earthly power doth then show likest And that same prayer doth teach us all to 
God's render 

When mercy seasons justice, The Deeds of Mercy."— Shakes pkake. 

" And such is Human Life ; so gliding on, 
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone 1 " 
What higher aim cm man attain than conquest over human pain? 

JEOPARDY OF LIFE, THE GREAT DANGER OF DELAY. 

You can cltanye the tricUinp stream, but not the Ita>ii)ig Torrent. 

WHAT EVERYBODY SHOULD READ.— How important it is to every individual to 
have at hand some simple, effective, and palatable remedy, such as ENO'S " FRUIT 
SALT," to check disease at the onset !! ! For this is the time. With very little trouble 
you can change the course of the trickling mountain stream, but not the rolling river. It will 
defy all your tiny efforts. I feel I cannot sufficiently impress this important information upon 
all householders, ship captains, or Europeans generally, who are visiting or residing in any hot or 
foreign climate. Whenever a change is contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let 
ENO'S "FRUIT SALT "be your companion, for under any circumstances its use is beneficial, 
and never can do harm. When you feel out of sorts, restless, sleepless, yet unable to say why, 
frequently without any warning you are suddenly seized with lassitude, disinclination for bodily 
or mental exertion, loss of appetite, sickness, paiu in the forehead, dull aching of back and limbs, 
coldness of the surface, and often shivering, &c., &c, then your whole body is out of order, the 
spirit of danger has been kindled, but you do not know where it may end ; it is a real necessity to 
have a simple remedy at hand. The pilot can so steer and direct as to bring the ship into safety, 
but he cannot quell the raging storm. The common idea when not feeling well is: "I will wait and 
see, perhaps I shall be better to-marrow," whereas had a supply of ENO'S "FRUIT SALT" 
been at hand, and use made of it at the onset, all calamitous results might have been avoided. 
What dashes to the earth so many hopes, breaks so many sweet alliances, blasts so many auspicious 
enterprises, as untimely Death? 

" I used my ' FRUIT SALT ' in my last severe attack of fever, and I 
have every reason to say I believe It saved my life."- J. C. ENO. 

ENO'S " FRUIT SALT " prevents any over-acid state of the blood. It should be kept in every 
bedroom^ in readiness for any emergency. Be careful to avoid rash acidulated salines, and 
use ENO'S " FRUIT SALT " to prevent the bile becoming too thick and (impure) producing a 
gummy, viscous, clammy stickiness or adhesiveness in the mucous membrane of the intestinal 
canal, frequently the pivot of diarrhoea and disease. ENO'S "FRUIT SALT" prevents and 
removes diarrhoea in the early stages. 



CAUTION. — Examine each Bottle and see the CAPSULE is marlud ENO'S 
" FliUlT SALT." Without it youhace been impostd on by a worthless imitation. Prepared 
only at 

ENO'S "FRUIT SALT" WORKS, LONDON, S.E., by J. C. ENO'S Patent. 
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CARR OF CARRLYON. I CONFIDENCES. 



ALBERT.— BROOKE FINCHLEY'S DAUGHTER. 

Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6<1. 



By Mary Albert. 



ALDEN.— A LOST SOUL. By \V. L. Alden. Fcap. 8vo, cl. bds., is. 6«i. 
ALEXANDER (MRS.), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

HAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW? | YALERIE'S FATE. 

ALLEN (F. M.).— GREEN AS GRASS. By F. M. Allen, Author of 

" Throu gh Green Glasses." Frontispiece by J. Smyth. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3s. (id. 



ALLEN (GRANT), WORKS BY. 

THE EVOLUTIONIST AT LARGE. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, <is. each. 
COLIN CLOUT'S CALENDAR. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 



PHILISTIA. 
BABYLON. 
STRANGE STORIES. 
BECKONING HAND. 



FOR MAIMIE'S SAKE. 
IN ALL SHADES. 
THE DEVIL'S DIE. 
THIS MORTAL COIL. 



THE TENTS OF SHEM. 
THE GREAT TABOO. 
DUMARESQ'S DAUGHTER. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. «»«!. each. 
THE DUCHESS OF POWYSLAND. | BLOOD ROYAL. 
IVAN GREET'S MASTERP IECE, &c. With a Fron tispiece by S. L. Wood. 
DR. PALLISER'S PATIENT. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, Is. 6<1. 
THE SCALLYWAG. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

AMERICAN LITERATURE, A LIBRARY OF, from the Earliest Settle- 

ment to the Present Time. Compiled and Edited by Edmund Clarence Stedman 
and Ellen Mackay Hutc hinson. Eleven Vols., royal 8vo, cloth extra, ^6 13 s. 

ARCHITECTURAL STYLES, A HANDBOOK OF. By A. Rosengar. 

ten. Translated by W. Collet t-Sandars. With 639 Ulusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. Oil . 

ART (THE) OF AMUSING : A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 

Tricks Puzzles, an d Charades. By Frank Bellew. 30oIllnsts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 4s. <i<l. 

ARNOLD (EDWIN LESTER), WORKS BY. 

THE WONDERFUL ADYENTURES OF PHRA THE PHCENICIAN. With 12 Illusts. 

by H M. Paget. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Ofl. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
THE CONSTABLE OF ST. NICHOLAS. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. GO. ___ LSIwrlly, 

BIRD LIFE IN ENGLAND, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, C». 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



ARTEMUS WARD'S WORKS. With Portrait and Facsimile. Cro-.vn 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. G«l.— Also a Popular Edition, post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 
THE GENIAL SHOWMAN : Life and Adventures of Artemus Ward. By Edward 
P. Hingstos. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6tl. 

ASHTON (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. (id. each. 
HISTORY OF THE CHAP-BOOKS OP THE 18th CENTURY. With 334 Illusts. 
SOCIAL LIFE IN THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. With 85 Illustrations. 
HUMOUR, WIT, AND SATIRE OF SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 82 Illusts. 
ENGLISH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON NAPOLEON THE FIRST. 115 Illusts. 
MODERN STREET BALLADS. With 57 Illustrations 

PACTERIA, YEAST FUNGI, AND ALLIED SPECIES, A SYNOPSIS 

OF. By W. B. Grove, B.A With 87 Illuslrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra,- 3 ». (id. 

BARDSLEY (REV. C. W.), WORKS BY. 

ENGLISH SURNAMES: Their Sources and Significations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN NOMENCLATURE. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. On. 

BARING GOULD (S., Author of "John Herring,'' &c), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. (id. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
RED SPIDER. I EYE. 

BARR (ROBERT : LUKE SHARP), STORIES BY. Cr. 8vo, ci., 3*. «d. ei. 

IN A STEAMER CHAIR. With Frontispiece and Vignette by Demain Hammond. 
F ROM WHOSE BOURNE, &c. With 47 Illustrations. 

BARRETT (FRANK, Author of •• Lady Biddy Fane,") NOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
FETTERED FOR LIFE. 
THE SIN OF OLGA ZASSOULICH. 
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH. 
FOLLY MORRISON. | HONEST DAYIE 
LITTLE LADY LINTON. 



A PRODIGAL'S PROGRESS. 
JOHN FORD; and HIS HELPMATE. 
A RECOILING VENGEANCE. 
LIEUT.BARNABAS. | FOUND GUILTY. 
FOR LOYE AND HONOUR. 



THE WOMAN OF THE IBOM BRACELETS. I hree Vols, crown 8vo. 

B EACONSFIELD, LORD. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
BEAU CH AMP. -GRANTLEY GRANGE: A Novel. By Shelsley 

Be auchamp. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

BEAUTIFUL PICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS : A Gathering from 

the Picture Galleries, eneraved on Steel. Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edees, 21s. 

BECHSTEIN.— AS PRETTY AS SEVEN, and other German Stories: 

Collected by Ludwig Bechstein. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, 
and 98 Illustrations by Richter. Square 8vo, cloth extra, (is. (id.; gilt edges. 7s. (id. 

BEERBOHM.— WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA ; or, Life among the 

Ostrich Hunters. By Julius Beerboh m. With Illusts. Cr, 8vo,cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 

BENNETT (W. C, LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s. each. 
A B ALLAD HIS T ORY OF ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAILO RS. 

BESANT (WALTER), NOVELS BY. 

Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., 3s. (id. each ; post 8vo. illust. bds., 2s. each ; cl. limp, 2s. Cd. each. 
ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. 
ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Furniss 
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by Charlfs Green 
UNCLE JACK, and other Stories | CHILDREN OF GIBEON. 

THE WORLD WENT YERY WELL THEN. With 12 Illustrations by A. Forestier. 
HERR PAULUS: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall 

FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and F Waddy 
TO CALL HER MINE, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A Forestier 
THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S. 

THE HOLY ROSE.&c. With Frontispiece bv F.Barnard 

ARMOREL OF LYONESSE: A Romance of To-day. With 12 Illusts bvF Barnard 
ST. KATHERINE'S BY TH E TOWER. Wit h 12 page Illustrations by C. Green 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. (id. eich 

YERBENA CAMELLIA ST EPHANOTI S, &c. | THE IVORY GATE- A Novel 

FIFTY YEARS AGO. With 144 Plates and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo cloth extra 3«. 
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. With Portrait. Cr vo cl extra 6» 
THE ART OF FICTION. Demy 8vo, Is. * ' * 

LONDON. With 124 Illustrati ons, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18a. 
THE REBEL QUEEN: A Novel. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



MY LITTLE GIRL. 
WITH HARP AND CROWN. 
THIS SON OF VULCAN. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 
THE MONKS OF THELEMA. 
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BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY. 

Ci. 8vo, cl.ex.. 3s. 6<l. each ; post 8vo,illust. bds., 2s. each; cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
READY-MONEY MORTIBOY. BY CELIA'S ARBOUR. 

THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. 
THE SEAMY SIDE. 
THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT, &c. 
'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BAY, &c. 
THE TEN YEARS' TENANT, &c. 
%* There is also a LIBRARY EDITION of the above Twelve Volumes, handsomely 
set in new type, on a large crown 8vo page, and bonnd in cloth ex tra, 6s. each. 

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS. By Austin Dobson. With 

95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 

MERGE.— IN "THE MIDST~OF"lTFE : Tales of Soldiers and Civilians^ 
By Ambrose Bierce. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. 

BLAJ^BURN^HENTYTl^RTnHANDBOOK 

ACADEMY NOTES, separate years, from 1873-1887, 1883-1892, each Is. 

ACADiSMY NOTES, 1893. With Illustrations. Is. 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1875-79. Complete in One Vol., with 6oo Tllusts. Cloth limp, 6s. 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-84. Complete in One Vol. with 700 Illusts Cloth limp, Os. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, 1877. Oil. 

GROSYENOR NOTES, separate years, from 1878 to 1890, each Is. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. II., 1883-87. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6«. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. III., 1888-90. With 230 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6«l. 

THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1892. With numerous Illustrations, each Is. 

THE NEW GALLERY, 1893. With Illustrations. Is. 

THE NEW GALLERY, Vol. I., 1888-1892. With 250 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, O*. 

ENGLISH PICTURES AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 114 Illustrations. Is. 

OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 128 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

ILLUSTRATED CATALOG UE TO THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 242 Illusts. cl., 3s. 

THE PARIS SALON, 1893. With Facsimile Sketches. 3s. 

THE PARIS SOCIE TY OF FINE ARTS, 1893. With Sketches. 3s. Od. 

BLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-proof Etchings from his Works by William 
Bell Scott. With descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound boards, 2 Is. 

BUND (MATHILDE), Poems by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. each. 
THE ASCENT OF MAN. 

DRAMAS IN MINIATURE. With a Frontispiece by Ford Madox Brown. 
SONGS AND SONNETS. Fcap. 8vo, vellum and gold. 



BOURNE (H. R. FOX), WORKS BY. 

ENGLISH MERCHANTS : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Com- 
merce. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
ENGLISH NEWSPAPERS: The History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo,cl., 25*. 
_ THE OTHER SIDE OF TH E EMI N PASHA RELIEF EXPEDI TION. Cr, 8vo. Q ». 

BOWERS. -LEAVES FROM A HUNTING JOURNAL. By George 

Bowers. Oblong folio, falf-bound, 21s. 

BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN^S LAND. J CAMP NOTES. 

SAVAGE LIFE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. Oil.; post Svo, picture boards, 2s. 



BRAND'S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES ; chiefly 

illustrating the Origin ot our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis, and Illustrations. Cr. iSvo. cloth extra, 7«. <m1. 

breWer^rev7~dRT)7woRks _ by: 

THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. Fifteenth Thousand. Crown Nvo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. 

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Being the Appendices to 
" The Reader's Handbook," separately printed. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

A DIC TIONARY OF MIRA C LES. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. Oil. 

BREWSTER (SIR DAVID), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl. ex., I«. Oil. each. 
MORE WORLDS THAN ONE: Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates. 
THF. MARTYRS OF SCIENCE: Galilko.Tvcho Braiik. and Kkpler. With Portraits. 
LETTERS ON NATURAL MAGIC. With numerous Illustrations. 

RRTI I .AT-S'AVARIN."— GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART. BvBrillat- 
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BRET HARTETwORKS BYl 

LIBRARY EDITION. In Seven Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ««. each. 
BRET HARTE'S COLLECTED WORKS. An angel and Revised by th.e Author. 
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and Dramatic Works. With Steel Portrait. 
Vol. II. Luck of Roaring Camp— Bohemian Papers— American Legends. 
Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts — Eastern Sketches. 
Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy. | Vol. V. Stories— Condensed Novels, &c. 
Vol. VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 
Vol. VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrait by John Tettie, R.A. 

THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET HARTE, in Prose and Poetry With Introductory 
Essay by J. M. Bellew, Portrait of Author, and 50 Illusts. Cr.8vo, cl. ex.. 7s. Gil. 

BRET HARTE'S POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper & buckram. Cr. 8vo, 4s.(id. 

THE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 original Drawings by Kate 
Greenaway, reproduce d in Colours by Edmund Evans. Small 410, cloth, 5s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. <itl. each. 
A WAIF OF THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 
A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by Stanley L Wood. 
A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two Illustrations by Hume Nisblt. 
COLONEL STARBOTTLE'S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With a 

Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard. 
SUSY: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. Christie 
SALLY DOWS, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. Almond, &c. 
A PROTEGE OF JACK H AMLIN'S. With numero us Illustrations. [Shortly 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
GABRIEL CONROY. I THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, &c. 

AN HEIRESS OF RED DO G, &c. | CALIF ORNIAN STORIES. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each ; cloth limp, 3s. 6«1. each. 

FLIP. I MA RUJA. j_A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERRAS. 

Top. 8vo, picture cover, is. each. 
THE TWINSOF TABLE MOUNTAIN. I JEFF BRIGGS'S LOYE STORY. 
S NOW-BOUND AT EAGLE'S. L 

BRYDGES.- UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By Harold Brydges. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. ; cloth limp, 3s. Oil. 

BUCHANAN'MRGBERT) WORKS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tiu. each. 

SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalziel. 

THE EARTHQUAKE ; or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 

THE CITY OF DREAM: An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnab. 

THE WANDERING JEW: A Chri -.' mas C a rol. S econd Edition. 

THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the Time. With 15 Illustrations by Rudolf Blind, 

Peter Macnab, and Hume Niseet. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 
ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth e xtra, 7s. tii'.. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lis. tid. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 



THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD. 

A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece. 

GOD AND THE MAN. With 11 Illus- 
trations by Fred. Barnard. 

THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE. 
With Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper. 



LOYE ME FOR EYER. Frontispiece. 
ANNAN WATER. | FOXGLOVE MANOR. 
THE NEW ABELARD. 
MATT : A Story of a Caravan. Front. 
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front. 
THE HEIR OF LINNE. 



THE WEDDING-RING. 2 vols., crown Svo. [Shortly. 

BURTON (CAPTAIN).— THE BOOK OF THE SWORD: Being a 

History of the Sword and its Use in all Countries, from the Earnest Times. Dy 
Richard F. Burton. With over 400 Illustrations. Demy 4to, cloth extra. 33s. 

BURTOTr^fROBERT). '■ 

THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY: A New Edition, with translations of the 

Classical Extracts. D<>my Svo, cloth extra, Vs. <><l. 
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Being an Abridgment, for popular use, of Burton's 

Anatomy of Melancholy. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 4J«I. 

rAiNEltr'HALL^NOVELS _ BYrTro^n Svo, cloth extra, 3s. tid. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards. 3s. each; cloth limp, 3s. <>jl. each. 
SHADOW OF A CRIME. | A SON OF HAGAR. | THE DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON (COMMANDER). — THE CRUISE OF THE "BLACK 

PRINCE" PRIVATEER. By V. Lovett Cameron, R^N._ Post Svo. boards 3-,. 

CAMERON (MRS. H. LOVETT), NOVELS BY. I'oslBvo.uTusUxi^.c.uh. 

JULIET'S GUARDIAN. | DECEIVERS EYER. 
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CARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life 

by R. H. Shepherd, and Three Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, Is. Oil. 
CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CARLYLE ANDR. W. EMERSON, 1834 to 1872. 
Edited by C. E. Norton. With Portraits. Two Vols., cr own 8vo, cloth, 24s. 

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. 

With Portrait and Facsimile Letter. S mal l demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6<l. 

CH APMAN'SRGEORGE) WORKS. Vol I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., the Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Introductory Essay by Algernon Charles Swindurne. Vol. III., the Translations 
of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, «s. each. 

CHATTO AND JACKSON.— A TREATISE ON WOWENGBAVING: 

By W. A. Chatto and J. Jackson. With 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, hf.-bd., 2*is. 

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN: A Golden Key. By MisThTrTHmv^s. 

With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Small 4to, cloth extra, 3*. <jtl. 
_ CHAUCER FOR S C HOOLS. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Demy8vo, cloth limp, 2». «d. 

CLARE.— FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS : A Tale ofTTynedaleT^By 

Austin Clark. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6<1. 

CLIVE (MRS. ARCHERlT NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2-. each. 
PAUL FERRO LL. | WHY PAUL FERROL L KILL ED HIS WIFE. 

CLODD.— MYTHS AND DREAMS. By Edward Clodd, F.'k.aVs." 

Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extr a, 3s. <»<1. 

COBBANTJ. MACLAREN), NOVELS BYT^ ~ 

THE CURE OF SOULS. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

THE RED SULTAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3». <5«1. [Shortly. 

TH E BUBDE N OF ISABEL. Three Vols, crown Svo. 

COLEMAN (JOHN), WORKS'S?: 

PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAVE KNOWN. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, 34*. 
CURLY: An Actor's Story. With 2i Illusts. by J. C Dollman. Cr. 8vo, cl., Is. 6il. 



COLERIDGE.— THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS. By M. E. 

Coleridge. Fcap. Svo, cloth, Is. <><l. 



COLLINS (C. ALLSTON).-THE BAR SINISTER. Post 8vo, 2s. 



COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gel. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION. | YOU PLAY M E FALSE. | A VILLAGE COMEDY. 
Post 8vo. illustrated c>.- . ds. 2s. each. 
SWEET A NSE PA GE. | FIGH T WITH FORT UNE. | SWEET & TWEN TY. | FRANCES. 

cOLLiNs (WiLKiE), Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. Gel. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds.,2s. each; cl. limp, 2s. G«l. each. 
ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
BASIL. Illustrated by Sir Jomi Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney. 
HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. , and J. Mahoney. 
AFTER DARK. Illustrations by A. B. Houghton. | THE TWO DESTINIES. 
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
QUEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
THE WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. Gilbert, R, A., and F. A. Frasi r 
NO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., and A. W. Coori.it. 
MY MISCELLANIES. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 
ARMADALE. With Illustrations by G. H. Thomas. 

THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Du MAur.iERand F. A. Fraser. 
MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by William Small. 
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes. 
MISS OR MRS.? With Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Henry Woods, A. R.A 
TH3 NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. Du Maukier and C. S. Reinhakdt. 
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Svdnev Hall. 
THE HAUNTED HOTEL. Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins. 

HEART AND SCIENCE 

'• I SAY N0. ! ' 

A ROGUE'S LIFE. 
__ BLIND LOVE. _With_Prcf;ice by Walter T.i s\nt, and 1 1 1 i_j by A. 1 

COLLINS (JOHN CHURTONTM'.A.), BOOKS BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown 8vo, c'oth extra, fix. 

JONATHAN SWIFT: A Li„taphical and Critical btudy Crowu ivo. cloth eitra, hi. 



THE FALLEN LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER. 
THE BLACK ROBE. 



HP. EVIL CEN1US. 
LITTLE NOVELS-'. 
V. I LEGACY CF CAIi 



BOOKS PUBLISHED tSY 



COLMAN'S HUMOROUS WORKS : " Broad Grins," " My Nightgown 

and Slippers," and other Humorous Works of George Colman. With Lile by 
G. B. Buckstone, and Fronti spiece by Ho garth. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6<l. 

COLMORE.-A VALLEY OF SHADOWS. By G. Colmore, Author 

of " A Conspiracy of Silence." Two Vols., crownjivo. 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A SOLDIER : A Novel. By M. J. 

Colquhoun. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By Catherine 

Ryan. Crown 8 v o, I s. ; cloth limp. Is. Gil. 

CONWAY (MONCURE~DTjrWORKS BY. 

DEMONOLOGY AND DEYIL-LORE. 65 Illustrations. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth 2Ss. 
A NECKLACE OF STORIES. 25 lllusts. by W. J. Hennessy. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
GEORGE WASH INGTON'S RULES OF CIVILITY. Fcap.8vo, Jap, vellum, 2s. Gil. 

COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY. 

PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards,2s. 
LEO. Post 8vo. ill ustrated boards, 2s. 

COOPER (EDWARD'HJ -GEO FFORY HAMILTON. Cr . 8vo, 3s._6d. 
CORNWALL.— POPULAR" ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG- 

LAND; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions oi Old Cornwall. Collected 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Geo.Cruikshank. Cr. 8vo, cl.,7s* 6d, 

COTES.— TWO GIRLSTON^XBARGE. By~V. Cecil Cotes; Wkh 

44 Illustrations by F. H . Townsend. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6«1. 

CRADDOCK.— THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN- 

TAINS. By Charles Egbert Craddock. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ; cl. limp, 2s. 6)1. 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Matt Crim. With 

a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6< l. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

CROKER (B.M.), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gil, each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6«l.each. 
jPRETTY MISS NEYILLE. I DIANA BARRINGTON. 

A BIRD OF PASSAGE. | PROPER PRIDE. 

A FAMILY LIKENESS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gel. 

"TO LET," &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s.6d. 

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two Series : 

The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of 
the Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruik- 
shank, Hine, Landells, &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. Gtl. each. 
THE LIFE OK GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84 
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gel. 

CTJlMTNGTCTFT GORDON), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 8s. 6.1. each. 

IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations. 

IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 Illustrations. 

TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEY LON. W ith 28 Illu strations. 
VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 8vo , cl., 7s. Gil. 

CUSSANS.— A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions^ 

Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. With 
408 Woodcuts and 2 Coloured P lates. Fourth edition, revised, crown 8vo, cloth. Gs. 

C~YPLES(W.)— HEARTSof GOLD. Cr.jycscl^Ss.ed.; post8vo,bds.,2sT 
TJANIEL.-MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. ByGEORci 

•**^ Danie l. \\ ith Illus tra tion s by Ro re rtCruiks hank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 3s. G<l. 

DAUDET.^THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation.' By Alphonse 
Daudet. Crown 8vo. rloth extra tin, <>«1. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards 2«, 

DA VEN ANT^HINTS "FOTrPARENTS^»N~THE CHOICEOF A^RO- 

_J"ESSION FOR^THEIR^SONS. By F. Davenant, M.A . Post 8 vo 1- ; cl Is Gil. 

DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY. " 

Crown 8vo, Is. each; cloth limp. Is. <><|. each 
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS 
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corp ulency, and a Dietary for its Cura 
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown 8vo, '2s.; cloth limp ,2*. G«l. 
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DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, for the first 

time Collected and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Gro sart, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 12s. 

DAWSON.- THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH : A Novel of Adventure. 

By Erasmus Dawson, M.B. Edited by Paul Devon. With Two Illustrations by 
Hume Nisbet. Cro wn Sv o. cloth extra, 3*. fid. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s . 

DE GUERIN.-THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited 

by G. S. Trebutien. With a Memoir by Sainte-Beuve. Translated from the 
2 0th Fre nch E dition by Jessie P. Frothingham. Fcap, Svo, half-bound, 2s. Oil . 

DE MAISTRE - .— A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier de 

Maistre. T ranslated by Henry At twell, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. fid. 

DE MILLE.— A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James De Mille. With a 

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. fill. ; post 8vo, illustrat ed boa r ds, 2 s. _ 

DERBY (THE).— THE^LuYrIBBON OF'THE TURF : A Chronicle 

of the Race for The Derby, from Diomed to Djnovan. With Brief Accounts of 
T he Oaks. By Louis Henry Curzon. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. fi ll. 

DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo.cl, 3a.ua. ea.; post 8vo,bds,2s.ea. 
OUR LADY OF T EARS. | CIRCE'S LOVERS. 

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. I NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. [_ OLIVER TWIST. 

THE SPEECHES OP CHARLES DICKENS," 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography. 

Edited by Richard Herne Shepherd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.— Also a 

Smaller Edition, in the Mavfair Library, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. fid. 

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations 

by C. A. Vanderhqof, Alfred Kimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fid . 

DICTIONARIES. 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. 
E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fid. 

THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer. LL.D. With an English Bibliography. 
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7s. fid. 

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fid. 

SLANG DICTIONARY: Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl,6s. fid. 

WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. Hays. Cr. 8vo, cl., 5s. 

WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-01- 
the-Way Matters. By Eliezer Edwards. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. fill. 

DIDEROT.— T HEPARADOX OF ACTING." Translated," wTthTnnota- 

tions, from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe surleComedien," by Walter Herries Pollock. 
With a Preface by Henry Irving. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4s. fid. 

DOBSON (AUSTIN)7~W0RK!Tby. 

THOMAS BEWICK a HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, fis. 
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN. With 4 Portraits. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, «s. 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, «s — A 
Second Series, uniform in size and price, is now in preparation. 

DOBSONTw/ "tVPPOEtlCAir INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI- 
TIES. Post 8vo, clothjimp, 2s. fid. 

D0N0VAN _ (DICK)7~DETECTIVE~~ST0RiES BY. 

Post Svo. illustrated boirds. 2s. each: cloth limp, 2s. fid. each. 



THE MAN-HUNTER. | WANTED 1 

CAUGHT AT LAST! 

TRACKED AND TAKEN. 

WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN? 



A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPH?. 
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW. 
FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED. 
LINK BY LINK. 



SUSPICION AROUSED . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; 

cloth limp, 2«. fid. each. 
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations. 
TRACKED TO DOOM. Whh 6 full-page Illustrations by Gor don Browne. _ 

DOYLElCON AN).— THEFIRM OF GIRDLEST0NE\ by A. CoTan , 

Doyle, Author of " Micah Clarke." Crown Svo, cloth extra, 34. OJ. 



8 BOOKS PUBLISHtU bi 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. With Vignette Portraits. Cr.Svo, cl. ex., Gs. per Vol. 

BEN JONSON'S WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
rraphical Memoir by Wm. Giffokd. Edited by Col. Cunningham. Three Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay 
by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From G i fford's Text. Edit by CoI.Cunningham. OneVol. 

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gtl. each, 
A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our- 
selves. With in Illustrations bv F. H. Townsend. 
AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
THE SIMPLE ADVE NTURES OF A MEM SAHI B. Illustrated by F. H. Townsend. 

DYER.— THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. T. F. Thiselton 

Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 

TTARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota- 
•*"' tions, bv Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, Gs. per Volume. 

FLETCHER'S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 

DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols. 

HERRICK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols. 

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP ) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate. 
By E. R. Pearce Edgcu m be. Wit h 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5 s ._ 

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY: 

A POINT OF HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 

ARCHIE LOVE LL. Crow n 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. G d. ; post 8 vo, ill u st. bo ards, 2s. 

EDWARDS (ELIEZERX-WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A 

Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-oi-tue-Way Matters. By Eliezer Edwards. 
' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY. 

KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, '-is. ; cloth limp, Ss. Gd. 
FELICIA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sis. 



EGERTON.— SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. By Rev.J. C. Egerton. 

Wit h Introduction by Rev. Dr. H, W ace, and 4 Illustrations. Cr.8vo, clothes., 5s. 

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).— ROXY: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bdsT^s". 
ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE : A Practical Guide to all interested in 

Selecting or Building a House ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. 1. 
Richardson. With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, t*. Gil. 

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. 

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany 

(The Young Pretender). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, J*. Gi!. 
S TORIES FROM THE STATE PAP E RS. With an Autotype. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs. 

EYES, OUR : How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S. With 70 Illusts. E ighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, Is. 

T7AMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By Samuel Arthur 

■*• Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revis ed and Enla rged. Crown 8vo , cloth extra, 7*. Gd. 

FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post Svo, cloth extra, 4s7cd7each~ 
THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience. Edited by William Crookfs. F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 
ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO 

EACH OTHER. Editedby William Crookes, F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY. 

MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Gs. 

WAR: Three Essays, reprinted fro m " Military Manners." Cr . Svo, 1«. ; cl.. Is. G.l. 

FENN (G. MANVILLE), NOVELS BY. " 

THE NEW MISTRESS. Cr. 8vo, cloth rxtia, .'{s. «d.; pest Svo, illust. boards 2a. 
WITNESS TO THE DEED. Ciown Svo, cloth extra. o». 0-1. ' 
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FIN-BEC— THE CUPBOARD PAPERS : Observations on the Art of 

Livi ng and Dinin g . By Fin-Bec. Post 8vo, cloth l imp, 2s. «><l. 

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF~MAKlNG ; or, The Pyro- 

t eehmst's Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 267 Illustration?. Cr. 8vo, cl., 5s. 

FITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A., P.S.A.), WORKS "BY. 

THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Cd. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6<1. 
A DAY'S TOUK: Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr. 4to, Is. 
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo , cloth extra, 3s. Gil. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each. 
BELLA DONNA. I LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TIJ.LOTSON. 
POLLY. I NEYER FORGOTTEN. I SEVE NTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET. 
LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). With an Account of his Sayings, 
Doings, and Writings; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, c loth, 24s. 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), WORKS BY. ~~ 

POPULAR ASTRONOMY: A General Description of the Heavens. By Camille 

Flammarion. Translated by J. Ellaed Gore, F.R.A.S. Illust. by numerous 

Figures, Plates, Photographs, &c. Medium 8vo, cl. ex., 12s. 61!. [Preparing. 

URANIA : A Romance. Translated by A. R. Stetson, With 87 Illustrations 

by De Biele r, Myreach, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

FLETCHER'S (GirF^TTT.DTTcWPLETE POEMS : Christ's Victorie 

in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B . Grosart, P. P. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. 

FLUDYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDG^rXSerTeTorFamily LetterZ 

Post 8vo, picture cover. Is. ; cloth limp, Is. C«l. 

FOJ^LANQUE(ALBANY).-FII^hYlUCRE. PostSvo, illust. bds., 2s^ 



FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gtl. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
ONE BY ONE. I QUEEN COPHETUA.j A REAL QUEEN. 1 KING OR KNAVE? 
OLYMPIA. Post Svo, illust. bds,, 2T. | ESTHER'S GLOVE. Fcap.8vo,pict. cover, Is. 
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. 
ROPES OF SAND. With 31 Illustrations by F. Waddv and Hal Ludlow. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gtl. 

FREDERIC (HAR"0XdXNOVELS BY. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 
SETH'S_BROTHER'S^ WIFE. | THS^LAWTON GIRL. 

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun. 

Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 7s. 4><1. each. 

FRERE^PANDURTNGTIART ; or,l\Iemoirs of a Hindoo. With Prel 
face by Sir Bartle Frere. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds ., 2s. 

FRISWErLlHlLT NV^O X E^FT W OlT^ovdr Po st 8vo, illusTbdsT 72s~ 

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS "BY. Crown 8vo, cloth nr.tra, 3s. «.!. each. 
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. I LIVES OF THE CONJURERS. 
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD^LONDON FAIRS. 

FRY'S (HERBERT) "ROYAL GUIDE TO "THE LONDON CHARITIES. 

Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited 
by John Lane. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, I«. <»i!. 

fl ARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth limp, Is. Oil. each. 
^ A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: Practical Advice as to tho 
Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. 
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and Tank Jerrold. Illustrated. 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID T HE RE NT. By Tom Jerrold. 
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook Them. By 

Tom Jerrold. Crown 8vo, clnih, is. fil. 
MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. By Francis G. Heath. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt ed ;es, 6«. 

GARRETT.^THE~CAPELrGIRLS : A "Novel. b7~Edward Garrett. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3«. <><!.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

GENTLEMAN^ MAGAZi'NErt'HE. - Is. Monthly."" TrTaddition to 

Articles upon subirri'! in Literature. Science, and Art, "TABLE TALK" by Syl- 
van us Urban, and" PAGES ON PLAYS " by Justin II. McCarthy, appear monthly. 
x ." Bound Volumes for recent yti'.rs kept in stack, S^ U«l, each, Cities for binding, '■&*• 



io BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



GENTLEMAN'S ANNUAL, THE. Published Annually in November. It. 
The 1893 Annual, by T. W. Speight, is entitled "BUBGO'S ROMANCE." 



GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm 
and Translated by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by John Ruskin, and 12 Steel 
Plates after George Cruikshank. Squar e 8vo. cloth, On. <»<!.; gilt edges, 7». Oil. 

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS~BY. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. <>«5. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. I THE GOLDEN SHAFT. 
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST._ | OF HIGH DEGREE., 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 



THE DEAD HEART 

FOR LACK OF GOLD. 

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? 

FOR THE KING. | A HARD KNOT. 

QUEEN OF THE MEADOW. 

IN PASTURES GREEN. 



IN LOVE AND WAR. 

A HEART'S PROBLEM. 

BY MEAD AND STREAM, 

THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

FANCY FREE. I IN HONOUR BOUND. 

HEART'S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY. 



GIBNE YUSOMERVILLE). —SENTENCE D I Cr , 8vj>^ls^;_d._ L _ls 1 6d. 

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

DR. AUSTIN'S GUESTS. I JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER. - 
THE WIZARD OF TH E MOU NTAIN . J ' 

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains: The Wicked World — Pygmalion and Galatea- 
Charity — The Princess — The Palace of Truth — Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series : Broken Hearts— Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen— Dan'l 
Druce— Tom Cobb— H. M.S. " Pinafore "—The Sorcerer— Pirates of Penzance. 

EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. Gilbert. Containing: 
The Sorcerer — H.M.S. "Pinafore"— Pirates of Penzance— Iolanthe— Patience- 
Princess Ida — Hie Mikado — Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Oil. 

THE "GILBERT AND SULLIVAN" BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every 
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. Gilbert set to Music by Sir A. 
Sullivan. Compiled by Alex. Watson. Royal i6mo, Jap. leaiher, 2s. Oil. 

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY. ~ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With z Illusts. 
THE FOSSICKER : A Romance of M ashonaland. W ith 2 Illusts. by Hume Nisbet. 
A F AIR COLON I ST. WithlTFrontisp iece . "Cr. 8 vo, cl. extra, 3 a. 6d. [Shortly. 

GLENNY.-A YEAR'S WORrTTN~GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: 

Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. Post 8vo. Is.; cloth limp. Is. 6)1. 



GODWIN.— LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By William God- 

win. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF^THOUGHTT THE : An Encyclopaedia of 

Quotations. Edited by Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. tftl. 

GOdDMAN^THETATE rOF'HERBERTWAYNE. ; By E. J. Good- 

man, Author of "Too Curious." Crown 8vo, cloth, 39. 6(1. ■*" 

Gl)WTNG7^FrVE~TH0USANtrMrEES IN A SLEDGE : A~Mldw"inter 

Journey Across Siberia. By Lionel F. Gowing. With 30 Illustrations by C. J. 
Ur en, and a M n p by E. W kllf.r. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ss. 

GRAHAM.— THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A Story By Leonard 

Graham. Fear). 8vo, picture cover. Is. 

GREEKS AND ROMANS~^THE LIFE OF~THE, described from 

Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer. 
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. G«I. 

GREENWOOD (JAMES)TW0RKS _ BY. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, sTod^fe 
T HE WILDS OF LONDON . | LOW-LIFE DEEPS . 

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS^BY^ ' 

NIKANOR. Translated by Eliza E. Chase. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, Os. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A NOBLEWOMAN . Crown 8vo, cloih extra. 5s. ; post 8v o. illustrated boards 2s. 

GRIFFITH.— CORINTHIA MARAZI0N:"a ]>Wir^y~ "Cecil. Gr7f~- 

fith. Author of " Victory Dear.e." &c. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. :t«. «„■ 
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JJABBERTON (JOHN, Author of " Helen's Babies"), NOVELS BY. t 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards 2a. each ; cloth limp, 2m. Oil. each. ' 

BRUETON'S BAYOU. I COUNTRY LUCK. 

HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
la ted from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo, la. ; cloth, Is. Gd. 

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. Cr. 8vo, ci. ex., 6a. each. 

NEW SYMBOLS. | LEG ENDS OF THE MORRO W. | THE SERPENT PLAY. 
MAIDEN ECST A SY. Small 4 to, cloth extra, 8a. 

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S. C. Hall.' 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Macli 
George Cruikshank. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 



With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, and 

" _ ......... ^ y^ - . 

HALLIDAY (ANPRT^—E VERY-DAY PAPERS. Post Svo, bds., 2s. - 
HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over 100 Facsimiles 

and Explanatory Text. By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 

HANKY-PANKY : Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With zoo Illustrations. Crown Svo, clot h extra, 4a. Gd. 

HA RDY (LA D Y DUFFU S ). - PAUL W YNTE R'S S ACRIF ICE. 2s. 
HARDY (THOMAS). — UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By 

Thomas Hardy, Author of "Tess." With Portrait and 15 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cl oth extra, 3a. Gd. ; post 8vo, illustr ated boards, 2a. ; cloth limp, 2a. Gel. 

HARPER (CHARLES G.), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, IGa. each. 

THE BRIGHTON ROAD. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations. 

LON DON TO THE LAND'S END : The Record of a Summer Tramp. 106 Illusts. 

HARWOOD— THE TENTH EARL. By J. Berwick Harwood. Post 

8vo, illustrate d boards, 2a. 

HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
THE ART OP BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and gi Illustrations. 
THE ART OF DECORATI ON. With Coloured Fro ntispiece and 74 Illustrations. 
THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth, la. Gd. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gu. 
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. 38 Illusts. (8 Coloured). Sm. 410, el. extra, 3s. 6d . 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M. A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

HAWLEY SMART.— WITHOUT LOVE~OR LICENCE : A Novel. By 

Hawley Smart. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2». 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOUR By Nathaniel Hawthorne. 

Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31 
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo, bu ckram, gilt top, 15s. 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. Gtl . each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
GARTH. I ELLICE QUENTIN. I BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST 

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAVID POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S FOOL. I THE SP ECTRE OF THE CAMERA. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 

MISS CADOGNA. | LOVE-O R A NAME. 

MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS. Fcap. 8vo. illustrated cover, Is. 



HEATH.— MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. 

By Francis George Heath. Crown 8vo, cl oth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKSTTY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS . | SOC IAL PRESSURE. 
IVAN DE BIRON : A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3a. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s . 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA PAGE : A Novel. By Isaac Henderson. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 

HENTY.— RUJUB, THE JUGGLER. By G. A. Henty. With 8 Illus- 

trations by Stan ley L . Wood. Cro wn 8vo, cloth extra, 5a. 

HERMAN.— A~LEADTNG LADY. By Henry Herman, joint-Author 
of "The Bishops' Bible.' 1 Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2«. ; cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 
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HERRICK'S (ROBERT) KESPERIDES, NOBLE~NUMBERS, AND 

COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the 
Rev. A. B.Grosart, P.P.; Steel Portrait, &c . Three Vols., crown 8vo. cl. bds. , <Ss. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr. ThIodor 

H krtz k a. Transla ted by Arthur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra , Os. 

HESSE- WARTEGG^TUKIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier 
Ernst von Hesse- Wart egg. With 22 I llustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth e xtra, 3s. fill. 

HILL (JOHN, M.A.), WORKS BY. 

TREASON-FELONY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

T HE COMMON ANCESTOR. Three Vol s. , crown Svo, [Shortly. 

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY. 

TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including Reminiscences connected with 
Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gi!. 
THE LI FE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3s. fi.J^ 

HOEY.— THE LOVER'S CREED. By Mrs^ Cashel Hoey. Post 8vo, 2s. 
HQLLI NGSHEAD ( JOHN).— NIAGARASPRAY . Crown Sv o,!?. 1* 
HOLMES.— THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE 

PRESERVA TION. By Gord o n Hot - mes , M.P. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. ««!. 

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDElX)riTORKS _ BY: : 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gtl.— Another Edition, in smaller type, with 
an Introduction by G. A. Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST^TABLE and THE PROFESSOR AT THE 
- BREAKF AS T-TABLE. In One Vo l. Post Svo, half-bound, 2s. 

HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life 
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 61!. 
HOOD'S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, printed on 
laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

HOOD (TOM).— FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE : A 

Noah's Arkosological Narrative. By Tom Hood. With 25 Illustrations by W. Brunton 
and E. C . Barn es. S quare 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

HOOK'S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUSTWORKS ; including his 

Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, 
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6<1. 

HOOPER.— THE - HOUSE OF RABY : A Novel. .. By Mrs. George 

Hooper. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

HOPKINS.— '"TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:" A Novel. By Tigke' 

Hopkins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

HORNE. —ORION : An Epic Poem. By Richard Hengist Horne. 
With Photographic Portrait by Summers. Tenth Edition. Cr. Svo, clorii extra. ?*. 

HUNGERFORD (MRS.), Author of ir Mc41y Bawn," NOVELS "BY^ 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. Oil. each. 
A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. | IN DURANCE VILE. | A MENTAL STRUGGLE. 

MARVEL. I A MODE RN CIRCE. 

- LADY VERNER'S FLIGHT. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 

THE RE D -HOUSE MYSTERY. Two Vols., crown Svo. 

HUNT.-ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, 
&c. Edited by Edmund Ollier. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bd., 2«. 

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS~BY^ *" 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. G«3. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CON DEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
MRS. JULIET. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gil. 



HUTCHISON.— HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By W M. Hutchison. 

With 25 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gtl. 

HYDROPHOBIA : An AccounfoTM. Pasteur's System ; Technique of 

his Method, and Statistics. By Rf.naud Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, (is. 

TDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine. Edited - by~]E R "o1«E~K." "JiFoME 

* and Robert E. Barr. Profusely Illustrated. Sixpence Monthly. — Vols. I. II. and 

III. now rcadv. cloth extra. 5s. each : Cases for Binding. Is. <!■!. ' '' 
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INGELO W (JEAN).— FATED TO BE FREE. p ost 8vo, illustrated bds^gs. 
INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of Them. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED VICTUALLER'S 

MANUAL. By J. Trevqr-Davies. Crown Svo, 1». ; cloth, 1*. Oil. 

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by 

A. Perceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 3s. G«l. 



By CHARLES 



JAMES. -A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS. 

James. Post 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. till. 

JANVIER. -PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. By Catherine 

A.Janvier. Cro wn 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE DARK COLLEEN. | THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. O.l. each. 
NATURE NEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. | THE OPEN AIR. 

%* Also the Hand-made Pap er Edition, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 

THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By Walter Besant. Second Edi- 
tion Wit h a Photograph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY. 

CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6(1. 

LORD TENNYSON : A Biographical Sketch. With a Photograph, Cr. 8vo, el., «s. 

JEROME.— STAGEL AND. By Jerome K. Jerome. With 64 Illustra- 

tions by J. Bernard Partridge. Square 8vo, pi cture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, 3s. 

JERROLD.— THE BARBER'S CHAIR ; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS. 

By Douglas Jerrold. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3s. 

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, Is. each; cloth limp, Is. 6.1. each. 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICUL TURE: A Gossip about F lowers. Illustrated. 
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr. 8vo,cl.,1s.6«l. 

JESSE.-SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By 

Edward Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. 

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. Cr.Svo, cl. estra, 7s. 6d. each. 
FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 

Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 

Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, 

Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece. 
CR O WNS AND CORONATIONS: A History ol Regalia. With 100 Illustrations. 

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunning- 
ham. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, Os. each. 

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by Whistcn. 

Containing "The Antiquities of the Jews" and "The Wars 01 the Tews." With 53 
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 8 3 s. 6(1. 

TplMPT.— PENCIL AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. By 
Robert Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Gil. 

KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS : Humorous 

Sketches. By Mark Kersha w. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 3s. ; cloth, 3*. 6(1. 

KEYSER. — CUT BY - THE MESS : A Novel. By Arthur Kkvsek. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1 s. ; cloth limp, 1 s. 6(1. 

KING" ("R". ASHE), NOVELSTTYT " Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. 6(1. ea. ; post Svo, bds., 3s. ea. 

A DRAWN GAME. | "THE WEARING OF THE GREEN." 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
PASSION'S SLAVE. | BELL BARRY. 

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
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KNIGHT. — THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM : How to Get Most 

Benefit from Medical Advice, by William Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 1 m. ; cloth li mp,_ls._Od. 

T AMB'S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, 

■^ including " Poetry for Children " and " Prince Dorus." Edited, with Notes and 

Introduction, by K. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page 

of the " Essay on Roast Pig.'' Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7s. 6(1. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3s. 

LI1TLB ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters by Charles Lamb, selected from his 

Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Od. 
THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes 
bv Brander Matthe ws, and Steel-plate Po rtrait. Fcap. 8vo, hf.-bd., 3s. fill. 

LANUUR.-WTATION AND EXAMINATTON OF WILLIAM SHAKS- 

PEARE, &c, before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, 19th September, 1582. 
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the 
Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. By Walter Savage Landor. 
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 3s. Od. ^ 

LANE.— THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in 

England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the 
Arabic, with Notes, by Edward William Lane. Illustrated by many hundred 
Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Poole. With a 
Preface by Stanley Lane-Po ole. Thr ee Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6<l.each. 

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY. 

THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. Oil. 
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY : The Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of 
the Cloth. Post 8vo, pri nted on laid piper an d half-bound, 3s. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Oil. each. 
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. j THEATRICAL ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY. 

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, 5s. 
JE U X D'ESPRIT. Edited bv Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3 s. 6<l. 

LEYS (JOHN).— THE LINDSAY S : A Romance. Post 8vo.illust .bds., 2s. 

LIFE IN" LONDON; or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Cor- 
inthian Tom. With Cruikshank's Coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. Oil. [New Edition preparing. 

LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Od. each. 

WITCH STORIES. I OURS ELVES: Essays on Women 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Cd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 

SOWING THE WIND. I UNDER WHICH LORD? 

PATRICIA KEMBALL. | "MY LOVE!" | IONE. 

ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. I PASTON CAREW, Millionaire & Miser. 

THE WORLD WELL LOST. | 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 

THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. I WIT H A SILKEN THREAD. 

THE ONE TOO MANY. T hree Vols., crown 8vo . [Shortly. 

FREESHOOTING : Extracts from the Works of Mrs. Lynn Linton. Post 8vo, cloth, 
__3?.C«l. 

LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations 
on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, c loth extra, 7s. Oil. 

LUCY.— GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

LUSIAD (TH^FOT'CAMOENS. TranslatedTnto English Spenseri an 
V erse by Robert Ffrench Duff. With 14 Plates. Demy 8 vo, cloth boards, l>is. 

MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY. 

TERESA ITASCA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Is. 

BROKEN WINGS. With 6 Ill usts. by W. T, Hennessy. Cro wn 8vo, cloth extra, G» 

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY. 

MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Post 8vo, illustrated boards 3s. 
EDNOR WHITLOCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, «s. 



MACDONELL.— QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. By Agnes MacdonelL. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3a. 
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McCarthy (justin, m.p.), works by. 

A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the 
General Election of 1880. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.— Also 
a Popular Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.— And a 
Jubilee Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end ot 1886, in Two Vols., 
Iaree crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. each. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 
—Also a Cheap Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. 6d. 

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vo's. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 

12s. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready. 

Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6el. each; post 8vo, illust. bds.. 2». each ; cl. limp, 2s.<id.each. 



THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. 
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER. 
A FAIR SAXON. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. 
DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 



MISS MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA QUIXOTE. 
THE COMET OF A SEASON. 
MAID OF ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune. 



THE DICTATOR. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
BED DIAMONDS. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



"THE RIGHT HONOURABLE." By Justin McCarthy, M.P.,and Mts.Campbell. 
Praed. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth e xtra, 6s. ^____ 

McCarthy (justin h.), works by. 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, 12s. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready. 
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is.: cloth, Is. lid. 
IRELAND SINCE THE U NION : Irish History. 170 8-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. «d. 
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. S mall 4to, J apanese vellum, 8s. 
OUR SENSATION NOVEL. - Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
D00M1 An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 
DOLLY : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, 1». 6tl. 
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. With 2 Photogravures by 
Stanley L. Wood. Two Vols., crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY. 

WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth 

case. 21s. Or the Vols, may be had separately, in giolier cl., at 2s. (id. each. 

Vol. I. Within and Without. — The Hidden Life. 

,, It. The Disciple. — The Gospel Women. — Book of Sonnets. — Organ Songs. 

„ III. Violin Songs. — Songs of the Days and Nights. — A Book of Dreams. — 

Roadside Poems. — Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch Songs. 

„V. & VI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. The Portent. 

„ VIII. The Light Princess. — The Giant's Heart. — Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes.— The Golden Key.— The Carasoyn.— Little Daylight 
„ X. The Cruel Painter. — The Wow o' Rivven. — The Castle. — The Broken 

Swords. — The Gray Wolf. — Uncle Cornelius. 
POETICAL WORKS OF GE ORGEM ACDON ALD. Collected and arranged by the 

Author. 2 vols., crown bvo, buckram, 12*. 
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by George MacDonald. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
HEATHER AND SNOW: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 61I. 



MACGREGOR. — PASTIMES AND PLAYERS : Notes on Popular 

Gaines. By Robert Macgregor. Pnst 8vo. cloth limp, 2s. <><!■ 

MACKA"YT^NTEROJDES~ANirUNDERT0NESTor, Music atTwlight. 

Bv Charles Mack^y. LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6*. _ 

MACLISE^ORTRXlT^ALLERY(THE)^FTLLUSTRroirS LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS: 85 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Literature of the former hall of 
the Present Century, by William Hate s, B.A. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7*. 6<l. 

MACQU0IDnflfflRS7^W0RKS~B Y. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7«. Od. each. ~ 
IN THE ARDENNES. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macouoio. 
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. With 

^4 Illustrations bv Thomas R. Macquoid. 
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. Wit h 67 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoip. 

Post8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each. 
THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROSE. 
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MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical 
Direction s. By T, C. Hep worth. io Illuslralimis. Cr, 8vo, i». ; cloth . !»• to«l. 

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE ^Performances with Cups and Balls, 

Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual Experience. Edited by W. H. 

Cr emer. W ith 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo^loth exua^jis, , ImI. 

MAGNA CHARTAT An~~Exact~Facsimile of the Original in the British 
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and S eals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, as. 

MALLOCK (W."~H0rW0RKS~BY^ 

THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 2*.; cloth limp, 2<<. G;l. 
THE NEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6<1. 
POEMS. Small 4to, parchment, 8s. 

IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fis. 
A ROM AN CE OF TH E NIN ETEENT H CE N T URY. Crown 8 vo, cl oth , 6s. 

MALLORY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D' ARTHUR : The Stories of 

King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. 

MONTGOMERIE RANKING. POSt 8VQ, Clpth limp, 2s. 

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown8vo, cloth extra, 7s. «<l. each. 

THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout 

by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. Fraser. 
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRAR Y OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7s. Gtl. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilgrim's Progress. With 214 Illustrations. 

(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.) 
THE GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 212 Illustrations. 
THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With m Illustrations. 
A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations, 
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations. 
LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E. W. Kemble. 
A YANKEE AT THE CO URT OF KING ARTHU R. With 220 Illusts. by Beard. 
MARK TWAIN'S SKETCHES. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE STOLEN WHITE ELE PHANT, &c. Cr. 8v o, cl., Us. ; postSvo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. <6<J. each. 
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst, Sx. 
THE £ 1, 000,000 BANK-NOTE, and other New Stories. 

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, <i». 

MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, Ss.eacb. 
A HARYEST OF WILD OATS. 1 FIGHTING THE AIR. 
O PEN 1 SESAME ! | WRITTEN IN FIR E. 

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, O*. 

MASTERM AN. -HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS : A Novel, hij, 

Masterman. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



MATTHEWS.— A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. ByBRANDER .Matthews. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3«. ; cloth limp, 2*. fi«l. 

MAYHEW.-L0ND0N~CHARACTERS AND THE~HUM0R0US SIDE 

OF LO NDON LIFE. By Henry Mayhew. With Illu sts. Crow n 8vo. cloth. 3s . Oil. 

MENKEN.— INFELICIA : Poems by Adah Isaacs TvIenkT^ With 
Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F. O. C. Dari.ey. Small 4to, cloth extra, 7s. <>il. 

MEWfCKT^THlTMAN^H^WAyWOD^ 

Author of "Violet Moses," &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 

MEXiCANlSUStA'NGntONX), through" Te"xas"toThe Rio Grande. By 
A. E. Sweet and J. Armoy Knox. With 26 5 Illusts. Cr. 8 vo, cloth extra, 7*. Oil. 

MIDDL1MA"SS^EXN)~N0VELS"BY. Post Svo. ilhTst. boards, 2s. each." 
TOUCH^AND GO. 1 MR. DORILLION. 

MILLER.— PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG ; "or, The Hoiue'oTTTfg; 

By Mrs F. Fenwick Mu.ler, \\ jtl) Illus:: Aliens, l''."st Svo, clmh ijuip, -J., CU. 
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MILTON (J. L.), WORKS BY. PostSvo, Is. each; cloth, is. Od. each. 
THK HYGIENE OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet. Soaps. Baths, &0. 
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 

THE LAWS OF LIFE, AN D THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. D emy 8v o, Is. 

MINTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD ? Cr. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

MITFORD (BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. each. 
THE GUN-RUNNER: A Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Wood. 
THE LUCK OF GERALD RIDGELEY. With a Frontispiece. 
STEPHEN RENSHAW'S Q UEST. With a Frontispiece. \ShorHv. 

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), "NOVELS BY. 

HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, In. « J. 



MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 
THE EPICUREAN; 



and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
PROSE AND VERSE, Humorous, Satirical, and Sentimental, by Thomas Moore; 
with Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs of Lord Byron. Edited by R. 
Herne Shepherd. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6«I. 

MUDDOCK (J. E.)r~STORlES"BY; ~~ ' 

STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post 8vo,illust. boards, 3s.; cloth, 3s. 6<l. 
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by 

F. Barnard. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With 

12 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 



A LIFE'S ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S COAT. 
COALS OF FIRE. 
VAL STRANGE. 



HEARTS, 
WAY OF THE WORLD 
A MODEL FATHER. 
OLD BLAZER'S HERO. 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 
A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE. 
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 
CYNIC FORTUNE. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. each. 
BOB MARTIN'S LITTLE G IRL. | TIME'S R EVENGES. 
A WASTED CRIME. Two Vols., cr own 8vo. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra 3s. Od. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. I P AUL JONES'S ALIAS . 1 THE BISHOPS' BIBLE. 

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. "" "' ' 

A GAME OF BLUFF. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 
A SONG OF SIXPENCE. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Od. 



"MEWBOLT.— TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By Henry Newbolt. 

x * Fcap. Svo, cloth boards , Is. Od . ___^ 

NIS BET (HUME), BOOKS "BY". 

"BAIL UP1" Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. (id.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s. 
DR. BERNARD ST. VINC ENT. Post 8vo, illustra ted boards, 2s. 
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Od. 
WHERE ART BEGINS. With 2 7 Illusts. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od. 

NOVELISTS.— HALF-HOURS WITH THE" BEST ~NOVELISTS~OF 

THE CENTURY. Edit, by H. T. Ma cken zie Bell. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. Od. [Preparing. 

ft' HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards! Ss.'each." 
v THE UNFORESEEN. I CHANC E? OR FATE? 

OHNET~( GEORGES), "NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each! 

DOCTOR RAMEAU. | A LAST LOYE. 

A WEIRD GIFT. Crown 8vo, clotri," 3« . Oil. , p ost Svo, picture boards. 3s. 

OlXPHANT (MRS.), "NOVELS BY. Post s'vo, illustrated boards. 2».~e a ch. 

THE PRIMROSE PATH. | THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND 

WHITELADIES. With Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins and Henry Woods, 
A.R.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

O'REILLY "(HARR"lNGTONp=LIFE _ A"MON"G""THE"A"MERiCAN"TN^ 

DIANS: Fifty Years on the Trail. 100 Ilhists. by P. Frenzeny. Crown Svo, 3s. Od. 

O'REILLY (MRS. ).-PH(EBE'S FORTUNES. Vosi Svo! illustTFds., 2s. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED bY 



OUIDA, NOVELS BY. 

HELD IN BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 

UNDER TWO FLAGS. 
PUCK. 



Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. Od. each ; post 8vo. illust. bds., '•*»• each. 



FOLLE-FARINE. 

A DOG OF FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL. 

TWO LITTLE WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN A WINTER CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 



MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A VILLAGE COMMUNE. 

IN MAREMMA. 

BIMBI. | SYRLIH. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES. I OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROY. I RUFFINO. 



Square 8vo, clotn extra, 5s. each. 
BIMBI. With Nine Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrett. 
A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c . Wiih Sis Illustration s by Edmund H. Garrett. 
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Squa t e Bvo, cl oth, Os. ; cr own 8vo, cloth, 3 s. Od. 
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouida by F. Sydney 
Morris. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 'J*. 

PAGE (H. AT)7~W0RKS BY: 

THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Oil. 
ANI MAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Princi ple. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5». 

PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HIS- 

TORY OF, from the Stuarts to Queen Victoria. By Joseph Greco. A New Edition, 
w ith 03 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fed. 

PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His- 
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crie, D.D. Post 8vo. cloth limp, '2*. 

PAUL.— GENTLE AND SIMPLE, by Margaret A. Paul. WithFrontis- 

piece by Helen Paterson. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«*. <»<!. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, *2+, 

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY, 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3*. Od. each; 
LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S WORD. 
LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY PROXY. | FOR CASH ONLY. 
HIGH SPIRITS. 
UNDER ONE ROOF. 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards 



HUMOROUS STORIES. 

THE FOSTER BROTHERS. 

THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE. 

MARRIED BENEATH HIM. 

BENTINCK'S TUTOR. 

A PERFECT TREASURE. 

A COUNTY FAMILY. 

LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. 

A WOMAN'S YENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S YEAR. CECIL'S TRYST. 

MURPHY'S MASTER. 

AT HER MERCY. 

THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE. 



post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2*. each. 
A GRAPE FROM A THORN. 
FROM EXILE. 
THE CANON'S WARD. 
THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 
HOLIDAY TASKS. 
GLOW-WORM TALES. 
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE. 
THE WORD AND THE WILL, 
each. 



FOUND DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST. 

A MARINE RESIDENCE. 

MIRK ABBEY.I SOME PRIVATE VIEWS. 

NOT WOOED, BUT WON. 

TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD. 

THE BEST OF HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. I THE BURNT MILLION. 

FALLEN FORTUNES. 

WHAT HE COST HER. 

KIT: A MEMORY. 

A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD. 

SUNNY STORIES. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. each. 
A TRYING PATIENT, &c. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION: Stories of Marine Adventure. With 17 Illusts. 
_ N OTES FROM THE " NEWS?' Crown 8vo, portrait c over, 1«. ; cloth. 1 ». Oil. 

PENNELL(H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,ci.,:is.Od. each. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations. 

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du Maurier. 

THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Socie'te, Selected by H C. Pen nell. 

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. PostSvo. Is.ear.h: cloth, 1«. O.l.each. 
BEYOND THE GATES. By theAuthor 1 AN OLD MAID'S PARADISE. 

of "The Gates Ajar." | BURGLA RS IN PARADISE. 

JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illust ra ted by C. W. Keep. Cr. 8vo, I «. : cloth, Is. Od. 

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY. ~ ~ 

TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, la. 
LADY LOVELACE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. '4*. 



__^^ ~..„..v, «. ,.,i.L/ U a, ^-i^, PICCADILLY. ig 

plancheTjTr.), works^y] 

THE PURSUIYANT OF ARMS. With Six Plates, and 209 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. 7». Gd. 
SONGSANDPOEMS, i8ig-i87g I _Introduction by Mrs. Mack arness. Cr. 8vo, ch,«». 

PLUTARCH'S LTVE'sn^lLXUSTRiOUS'MENr^vTtFNoteTind Ti^e 

of Pluta rch by J. and Wm. Langhorne. Portraits . Two Vols, demy 8vo. lOs. Oil. 

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICEWORKS, in Prose anTPoitTyTlntro^ 
duction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. Oc!. 
TH E MY S TERY OF MA RIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo. illust rate d boards, 3s. 

P OPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Postsvo, riust. bd*. 3s. ei . 

THE ROMANCE OF A ST ATION. | THE SOUL O F COUNTESS ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. Thr ee Vols., crow n 8vo. 

" THE RIGHT HONOURABLE." By Mrs. Campbell Praed and Justin McCarthy, 
M.P. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 



PRICE (E. C), NOVELS BY. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. Oil. each ; post 8vo, illustrated hoards. 3«. each. 
YALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNER S. | MR3. LANCASTER'S RIVAL. 

GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 



PRINCESS OLGA.— RADNA ; or, The Great Conspiracy of iSSi. By 
the Princess Olga. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, On. 

PROCTOR (RTCHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY" 

FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 55 Illusts. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year. Cr. »vo, Os. 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., lOs. Oil. 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Os. 
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, Is. Gd. 



PRYCE.-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. By Richard Prvcjj. 

Frontispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards., 3*. 

l^MBOSSON^POPULARTSTRONO^^ 

of the Institute of France. With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. 

RANDTnrPlL^^AUNT - HnGAIL^ 

George Randolph, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. 

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS^Y. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. Oil. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 3s. each. 
PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A.— Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 3s. Oil. 
CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by William Small.— Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir stvle, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 3s. Gd. 
IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated byG. J. Pinwell.— Also a Cheap 

Popular Edition, medium Bvo, portrait cover. Gd. : cloth, Is. 
COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust. Helen Paterson 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keene. 
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Keene. 
HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson. 

GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small. 
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by Geokge Du Maurier. 
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes. 

A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Coophr. 

A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Kate Craufurd. 

THE WANDERING HEIR. Illust. by H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, C Green, &c. 

A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas Couldery. 

SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab. 

GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. byE.A, Abbey, &c. 

THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash. 

A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by Fred. Barnard. 

READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Charles Reade. 

BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David! Paul, &c Fcap. 8vo, leatherette. 1«. 

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by Walti- r Besant. 
Elzevir Edition. 4 vols., post Svo, each with Front., cl. ex., gilt top, I Is. the set 

SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Cr. 8vo, buckram, Os. 



20 tJUUKS PUBLISHED tST 



RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2».each. 

THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARD EN PARTY . | WEIRD STORIES. 

Post 8vo,'illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. HER MOTHER'S DARLING. 

MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. THE NUN'S CURSE. 

_ FAIR Y WATER. IDLE TALES. ___^__ 

RlMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7*.<id. each. 

OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations. 

RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations. 
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKEN S. With 58 Illusts. byC. A. VA NDBimoor, &c. 

RIVES (Amglie).— BAR"BARXDERING. By Amelie Rives, Author 
of" The Qui ck or th e Dead ? " Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. G il. 

KOBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Major's Edition.) With 

3 7 Illustrations by Geor ge Ceuiksh ank. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

fiOBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY. 

WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Po£-t 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.«. 
THE HANDS OF JUS TICE. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3s. Oil. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. each. 
THE POETS' BIRDS. | THE POETS' BEASTS. 

THE POETS AN D NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, AND I N3ECT3. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With 

Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal WarrioTs" 

who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, 
a.d. 1066-7. With Arms emb lazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5<. 

ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post svo, cloth, 3 S . od. ewhT" 

PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 

MORE P U NIANA. Profus e ly Illustrat ed. 

RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. *°*t svo, bds., 2s. ea. ; ci., 2s. «<i. ea. 

SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. I GRACE BALMAIGN'S SWEETHEART. 
S CHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. ] 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY : 

Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6<1. ea 



ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. 
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. 
A YOYAGE TO THE CAPE. 



A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY OF THE " OCEAN STAR." 
THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE 



Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. Oil. ea. ; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. ea. ; cloth limp, 2s. ticl. ea. 
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. | MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. 

ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA. 
ON THE FO'K'SLE HEAD . Post 8vo, illust. b oards, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6 iT. 

CAINT AUBYN (ALAN)", NOVELS BY. 

'"' Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. <id. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 

A FELLOW OF TRINITY. Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and Frontispiece. 

THE JUNIOR DEAN. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, Is. 6«1. each. 
THE OLD MAID'S SWEE THEART. | MODE ST LITTLE SARA. 
THE MASTER OF ST. BENEDICT'S. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. tid. 
TO HIS OWN MASTER. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



SALA ( G. A.).-GA SLI6 HT AND DAYLIGHT. Post Sv o, boar ds, 2s. 
SANSON. -SEVEN "GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS: Memoirs 

of the Sinson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra. :l*. (id. 

saunWrTIjohnX^noTEls - by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. each ; post 8vo, illustrated board". 2«. each. 
GUY WATERMAN. | TH E LION IN THE PAT H. | THE TWO DREAMERS. 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown Svo, cloth extr a, 3s. ««I. 

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. I HEART SALVAGE. 

THE HIGH MILLS. | SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 
GIDEON'S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. «d. 
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SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By 
Ex-Chief-In spector Cavanagh. Post S vo, illus'rated boa rds. '-J*. ; clotli, '- in. (id. 

SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter, 
taining Experiments in Drawing-room or " White Magic." Bv W. H. Cremer. 
With 300 Illustrati ons. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4». (id. ' 

SEGUIN (L. G.j, WORKS BY. 

THE COUNTRY OP THE PASSION PLAY (OBEPAMMERGAU) and the Highlands 
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. 
_ WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Musts. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. (i s. 

S ENIOR (WM.).— BY STREAM AND SEA. "Post 8vo, cloth, "2 s7e clT 
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKE- 

SPEARE. With Musts., coloured and plain, by J. Movit Smith. Cr. 4to, :{*. (id. 

SH'a^P^CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW : A Novel. By William 

Sharp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 

SHELLEY.— THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. Herns 
Shepherd. Five Vc's., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3a. C«l. each. 
POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.: 
Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre- 
spondence rt-ith.Stockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Abator, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c. 
Vol. II. Laon and Cythna ; The Cend ; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 

Atlas; Epipsychidion: Hellas. 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces. 
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.: 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Trvyne ; the Dublin and Marloiv Pamphlets ; A Refuta- 
tion of Deism ; Letters to Leii^h Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
Vol. II. The Essays ; Letters from Abroad ; Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs. Shelley. 
Wifu a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 

SHERARDTRT 11.).— R0GUFSTA"N6vel. Crown Svo, Is. ; cloth, Is. «d. 



SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL 

P .H.SHERIDAN. With Portra its and Facsi miles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 84 w. 

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 

Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and 

Poetry. Translations, Speeches and Tokes. 10 Musts. Cr. 8vo, hf.-bound, 7s. (id. 
THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed 

on laid paper and half-bound, tin. 
SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by 
Brand er Matthews. Wit h Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, i'itt. (id. 

SIDNEY'S" (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ- 

ing all those in "Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c..by the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vote., crown 8vo, cloth boards, ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hottfn. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and 04 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7*. (id. 

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, !is. each/ cloth limp, 2s. (id. oacfl. 



MARY JANE MARRIED. 

TALES OF TO-DAY. 

DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations. 



ROGUES AND VAGABONDS, 

THE RING 0' BELLS. 

MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS 

TINKLETOP'S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice Greiffenhage.n 

ZEPH: A Circus Story, &c. 

Crown J-a'O, picture cover, 1*. each; cloth. Is. Cd. each. 
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. 
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations In 

Prose and V\ ire. selected from his own Works by Georgk R. Sims. 
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLE MAS. | DAGON ET DITTIE S. 

SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Four 

Illustration s. Demy Evo, picture cov er. Id. ; cloth, (id. 

SKETCHLEY.— A MATCH IN THE DARK. By Arthur Sketchley. 

Pest Svo, illuitr.ttud boards, '.is. 



22 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec- 
d olal. Crown 8vo, cloth ext ra, <is. Ud. 

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY^ ' 

THE PRINCE OP ARGOLIS. With 130 Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
TALES OP OLD THULE. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, Gs. 
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH . Illustrated. Post 8vo, clo th, Gs. 

SOCIETY IN LONDON. By A Foreign Resident. Crown 8vo, 

Is. ; cloth, Is. <>il. 

SOCIETY IN PARIS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 
from Count Paul Vasili to a Yo un g French Diplomat. Crown 8vo. cloth, Gs. 

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF "ADlEtL By Lo7d~ Henry~s6m¥rIIt". 

Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 6s. 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belief 

_ in the Existence of Devils. By T. A. Spalding, LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5*. 

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 



THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE. 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. 
THE GOLDEN HOOP. 



HOODWINKED; and THE SANDY- 
CROFT MYSTERY. fTRAGEDY. 

BACK TO LIFE. | THE LOUDWATER 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. Gd. each. 

A BARREN TITLE. | WIFE OR NO WIFE? $ 

THE SANDYCRO FT MYS TERY. Crown 8vo, picture c over, l». 

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations 

by Wa lt er J. Morgan. Crow n 4to, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 

STARRY" HEAVENS (THE)TX Wetk^lTBirthday Book. RrJyTl 

i 6mo cloth extra, 8s. 6 d. 

STAUNTON.— THE LAWSTND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an 

Analysis of the Openings. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. Wormald. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 



STEDMAN (E. C), WORKS BY. 

VICTORIAN POETS. Thirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
THE P OETS OF A ME RICA. C ro wn 6vo, cloth extra. 9s. 

STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE : A Novel. By Robert 

A r mitaoe Sterndale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. ltd.; post 3vo, illust. boards. 2s. 

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,cl. limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis.by Walter Crane. 
AN INLAND YOYAGE. F ourth Ediiion. With a F rontispiece by Walter Crane. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, eilt top, 6s. each. 
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition. 
THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition. I UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition. 
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Ediiion. 

VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition. | BALLADS. 
ACROSS THE PLAINS, wi th other Memories and E ssays. 

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 6s. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. (From New Arabian 

Nights.) With Six Illustrations by J. Bernard Partridge. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 5s. 
PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, Is. 

STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By 

C. Warren Stodd ard. Il lustrated by Wall is Mack ay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extr a, Ja. Gd . 

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELlSTSr^wTth Notices by Helen and 

Alice Zimmern. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .'Js. Gd.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

STRANGE MANUSCRIPT^ITfOUND IN A~COPPER~CYLINDER. 

With 19 Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. ; post sto, 
illustrated boards, 2». [Preparing. 

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Flor- 

ENCE Marrvat. &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards. '2 a. 
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STRUTT'S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 

ENGLAND; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum- 
meries, Shows, &c, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by 
William Hone. W ith 140 Illustr ations. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 7s . 6d. 

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. WithMemoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in " Gulliver's Travels." Cr. 8vo. el., 7s. 6«1. 
GULLIVER'S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
JONATHAN SWIFT: A Stud y. By J.CmjRTON C ollins. Crown 8vo, cloth extra.St. 

SWINBURNE~("ALGERN0N~c7), works by. 

SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS OF A. 0. , ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown 8vo, 12«. 



SWINBURNE. Fcap. 3vo. 63. 

ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Crown 8vo. 6«. 

CHASTELAED : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. FIRST SERIES. Crown 
Svo or fcap. 8vo, 9a. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. SECOND SERIES. 
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. THIRD SERIES. Crown 
Svo, 7s. 

S0N8S BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown Svo, 10s. 6d. 

BOTHWELL : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

GEORQE CHAPMAN. (Set Vol. II. of O. Chap- 
man's Works.) Crown 8vo, 6s. 



ERECHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6>. 
SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown 8vo 6s. 
STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo. 7s. 
MARY STUART: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8a. 
TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Crown 8vo. 9s. 
A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Small 410, 8s. 
A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Crown Svo, 7s. 
MARINO FALIERO : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
MSCELLANIES. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
LOCRINE : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6». 
A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
THE SISTERS : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS : In Search of the Picturesque, in 

Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson's Coloured Illus- 
trations, and Lite of the Author by J. C. Hqtte n, Crow n 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

TAINE'S HISTORY 6f _ ENGLISH~TiTERATURE. Translated by 
Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cl. bds., HOs. — Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., large crown 8v o, cloth extra, 15s. 

TAYLOR^ - (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB : Bur- 

lesques of Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, its. 



TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.S.), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5s. each. 

THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct 
of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and 100 Illustrations. 

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 331 Illustrations. 
TH E PLAYTI M E NATURALIST. With 36S Illu st ration s. 

TAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing " Clancarty," 

"Jeanne Dare," '"Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's 
Wife," "Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion.'' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 s. ti«I. 
\* The Plays may also be had separately, at Is . each, 

TENNYSON (LORD) : A Biographical Sketch. b7~h! J. Jennings. 

With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.— Cheap Edition, post 8vo, 
portrait cover, Is. ; cloth, Is. <><!. 

THACKERAY ANA : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 

Sketches by William Makepeace Thackeray. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. <»<l. 

THAMEST^A - NEW PH:tO~RlAL"His^RY^F^TH^~YHAMESr 

By A. S. Krausse. With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo, Is.; cloth. Is. <i«l. 



THIERS.-HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRE OF FRANCE 

UNDER NAPOLEON. By A. Thiers. Translated by D. Forbes Campbell and 
John Stebbing. New Edition, reset in a specially-cast type, with 36 Steel Plates. 
12 vols., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 12s. each. (Monthly Volumes, beginning Septe mber, i8g3.) 

THOMAS (BERTHA)7N0VELS BY. Cr. 8vo, cl., Ss. Gil. ea. ; post^, ~2*7e~i. 

THE VIOLIN-PLAYER. | P ROUD MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA . Post 8vo, illustrat ed boar ds, 'i n. 

THOMSON'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, with Intro- 

duction by Allan Cunni ngham, a nd 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, 'J*. 

thornburyTwalter), works'by] 

THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER. With Illustra- 
tions in Colours. Crow n 8vo, clo th extra. 7«. 6cl. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. '.is. each. 
OLD ST0HIE8 RE-TOLD. | TALES FOB THE MAr.INES. 
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TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. CI. each. 

THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. 

ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impos- 
tures, Sporting Scene s, Eccentric A rt ists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 48 Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gil. each j post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. I MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY. 

FRAU FROHMANN. | MARION FAY. | THE LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, '.is. each. 
KEPT IN THE DARK. I AMERICAN SENATOR. 
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPE RE . | JOHN CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE (FRANCES e7)7 NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8va, cloth e^ttpa, 3s. Gtl. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
LIK E SHIPS UPON THE S EA. | MABEL'S PROGRESS. 1 ANNE FUR NESS. 

T ROLLOPE (T. A.).— DIAMON D CUT DIAMO ND. Post 8vo. i iiust. bds" **. 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S FOLLY : A Novel. By J. T. Trow^ 

bridge. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).-MISTRESS JUDITH : A Novel. By 

C. C. Fraser-Tytler. Crown 8vo, cloth e xtra, 3s. CI. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2». 

TYTLER (SARAH), Mv¥LS~BY7 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gel. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
THE BRIDE'S PASS. 1 BURIED DIAMONDS. 

LADY BELL. I THE BLA CKHALL GHOSTS. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 



WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE. 
SAINT MUNG O'S CITY. 
NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 



BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 

DISAPPEARED. 

THE HUGUENOT FAMILY. 



VILLARI.— A DOUBLE BOND. By Linda Villari. Fcap. Svo, picture 

cover, Is. 

WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.), WORKS BY. 

" WALFORD'S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (189?). Contain- 
ing the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c, of 12,000 Heads ot Families, 
their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Roval 8vo, cloth gilt. 50s. 

WALFORD'S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1894). 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. CI. 

WALFORD'S SHILLING PEERAGE (1894). Containing a List of the House of 
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &c. 32010, cloth, Is. 

WALFORD'S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1894). Containing a List of the Baronets 
of the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32m *, cloth, 1*. 

WALFORD'S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1894). Containing a List of the Knights 
of the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 321110, cloth, 1 ». 

WALFORD'S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1894). Containing a List of all 
Members of the New Parliament, their Addresses. Clubs, &c. 32mo, cloth, I*. 

WALFORD'S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND 

HOUSE OF COMMONS (1894 ). Roy a l 32mo , cloth, gilt edges, 5s. [i'/,oi/.>. 

TALES OF OU R GREA T FAMILIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gil. 

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by 

William M.Rossetti. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, G*. 

WALTON^Nb^COTTWS" COMPLETE rANGLERl^r", The Con- 

templative Man's Recreation, by Izaak Walton ; and Instructions how to Angle for a 
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Memoirs nnd Notes 
by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, ?s. Gil. 

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS~BY~ — ~~~ 

FIVE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 92 Illustrations by the 
Author, Victor Perard, and W. B. Davis. Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14*. 

MY LIFE WITH STANLEY'S REAR GUARD. With a Map by F. S. Weller, 
F.R.G.S. Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. G il. 

WARNER.— A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. _ By Charles DudTev 
Warner, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gi. 



WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59 

Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. 2s. 
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF BCOTS. A Facsimile, including 
Queen Elizabeth's Signature and th e Great Seal, 2s. 

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY. 

THE DAFFODILS. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, ls^Gil. 



THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS. By Aaron Watson and Lillias Wassermann. 
Post 8 vo, illustrat ed boards, 2" . 

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC- 
TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. W ith ro Illus trations. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, I s. Od. 

WESTALL (William).— TRUST-MONEY. Three Vols., crowrTsvoT" 

WHIST.— HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By Abraham S. Wilks 

and Charles F. P ardon. N e w Edition. P ost 8vo, cl oth limp, 3a. 

WHITE.— THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By Gilbert 

White, M.A. Post 8vo, priste d on laid pap er and ha lf-bound, 2s. 

WILLIAMS (WTIhATTTeU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS~BY. 

SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, clcth limp, 2s. Od. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
A VINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With 40 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 12s. Oil. t [Shortly. 

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).— A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 

CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 259 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Od. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Os. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr. Bvo, Is.; cl., ls.Od. 
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Ill ustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. 

WINTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 
cloth limp, 2s. Od. each. 

CAYALRY LIFE. | REG IMEN TAL LEGENDS. 

A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With 34 Illustrations byE. G. Thomson and E. Stuart 
Hardy. Crow n 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. 

WISSMANN.-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA. By Hermann von Wissmann. With 92 Illusts. Dem y 8vo, lOs. 
WOOD.— SA BINA : A Novel. B y Lady Wood. Post 8vo, boardsT2s~ 
WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Post-8vo, boards, 2s. eac h. 

PASSENGER FROM SCOTLA ND YARD. | ENG LISHMAN OF TH E R UE CA IH. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or, Love and Theology. By 

Celia Parker Woolley. Post 8vo, illustrated b oards, 2 s. ; cloth, 2s . Oil. 

WRIGHTlTH0MAS),"W0R"KS~BY.~^7own 8vo7cloth extia, r^~6a7eIchT 

CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c. 

HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA- 

TURE,J3CULPTURE, AND PAINTI NG. Illustrated by F. W. Fairhql t, F.S.A. 

WYNMAN.— MY FLIRTATIONS. By Margaret Wynman. With 13 

Illustr ations by I. Bernard Partridge. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. 

VAXES (EDMUND), NOVELS BT. Post 8vo. illustrated boardsT'J s7rJadT~ 
A LAND AT LAS T. | TH E FORLORN HOPE. | CASTA WAY. 

70LATEMILE), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s76d. each. 

** THE DOWNFALL. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. Third Edition. 

THE DREAM. Translated by Eliza Chase. With 8 Illustrations by Jeanniot. 
DOGTOR PASCAL. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. With an Etched Portrait of 

the Author. 
MONEY. Translated by Ernest A. Vizetelly. 
EMILE ZOLA: A Bi^rrrapliy. By U. H." SheTjard With Illustrations. Demy 

bvo, cloth extra, 12s. U'reparmg. 
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

*»* For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-25. 



THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. 
A Journey Round My Room. Bj Xavier 

I)E Maistre 
Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. Adams. 
the Agony Column of "The Times." 
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of 

" Burton's Anatomy ol Melancholy." 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dobson. 
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 
W. S. Gilbert's Plays. First Series. 
W. S. Gilbert's Plays. Second Series. 
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Helps. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J. Jennings. 
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 
Little Essays: Irom Lamb's Letters. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. «d. per Volume. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacob Larwood. 
Jeuxd'Esprit. Edited by Henry S. Leigh. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves. By E. L"nn Livv^v 
Pastimes & Players. By R. Macgkeoor. 
New Paul and Virginia. W.H.Mallock. 
New Republic. By W. H. Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. Pennell. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C. Pennell. 
Muses of Mayfalr. Ed. H. C. Pennell. 
Thoreau : His Life & Aims. By H. A. Page. 
Puniana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Puniana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. 
By Stream and Sea. By Wm. Senior. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book. 
By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 



THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. 
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's Ballad History of England. 
Bennett's Songs for Sailors. 
Godwin's Lives of the Necromancers. 
Pope's Poetical Works. 
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast Table. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume. 
Jesse's Scenes of Country Life. 
Leigh Hunt's Tale for a Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's Mort d' Arthur: Selections. 
Pascal's Provincial Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's Maxims & Reflections. 



THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY 
Wanderings in Patagonia. By Julius 

Beerbohm. Illustrated. 
Camp Notes. By Frederick Boyle. 
Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 
Merrie England in the Olden Time. By 

G. Daniel. Illustrated by Cruikshank. 
Circus Life. By Thomas Frost. 
Lives of the Conjurers. Thomas Frost. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London 

Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
Low-Life Deeps. By James Greenwood. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. G«l. each. . 
Wilds of London. James Greenwood. 
Tunis. Chev. Hesse- Wartegg. 22 Illusts. 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
World Behind the Scenes. P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. 
The Genial Showman. By E.P. Hingston. 
Story of London Parks. Jacob Larwood. 
London Characters. By Henry Mayhew. 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 
Summer Cruising in the South Seas. 

By C. Warren Stoddard. Illustr ated. 



POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 



Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 
Jeff Briggs's Loye Story. Bret Harte. 
Twins of Table Mountain. Bret Harte. 
Snow-bound at Eagle's. By Bret Harte. 
A Day's Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
Esther's Glove. ByR. E. Francillon, 
Sentenced! By Somerville Gibney. 
The Professor's Wife. By L.Graham. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Niagara Spray. By J. Hollingshead. 
A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. By 

Charles James. 
Garden that Paid Rent. Tom Jerrold. 
Cut by the Mess. By Arthur Keyser. 
Teresa Itasca. By A. MacAlpine. 
Our Sensation Novel. 1. H. McCarthy. 
Doom! By Justin H. McCarthy. 
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarthy. 



Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarthy. 
Was She Good or Bad? By W. Minto. 
Notes from the "News." ByjAs. Payn. 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps. 
Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S. Phelps. 
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S. Phelps. 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Phelps. 
Trooping with Crows. By C L. Pirkis. 
Bible Characters. By Charles Reade. 
Rogues. By R. H. Sherard. 
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims. 
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims. 
Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. Speight. 
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Speijht. 
Father Damien. By R. L. Stkvenson. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
My Life with Stanley's Rear Guard. By 
Herbert Ward. 



HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, Is. Oil. each. 
The Old Maid's Sweetheart. A.St. Aubyn I Taken from the Enemy. H. Newbolt. 
Modest Little Sara. Alan St. Aubyn. | A Lost Soul. By W. L. Alden. 
Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M.E.Coleridge. J Dr. Palliser's Patient. Grant Allen, 
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MY LIBRARY. Printed on laid paper 
Four Frenchwomen. By Austin Dobson. 
Citation and Examination of William 

Shakspeare. By W. S. Landor. 
The Journal of Maurice de Guerln. 



, post 8vo, half-Roxburglie, 3s. Od. each. 
Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reade. 

With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 
Peg Wofflngton. By Charles Reade. 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. 



THE POCKET LIBRARY. Post 8vo 

The Essays of Ella. By Charles Lamb. 
Robinson Crusoe. Edited by John Major. 

With 37l!lusts. by George Cruiksh^nk. 
Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 

With 85 Illustrations. 
The Barber's Chair, and The Hedgehog 

Letters. By Douglas Jerrold. 
Gastronomy. BvBrillat-Savarin. 
The Epicurean, &c. By Thomas Moore. 
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Ed. E. Ollier. 



printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 3*. each. 

White's Natural History of Selborne. 

Gulliver's Travels, and The Tale of a 
Tub. By Dean Swift. 

The Rivals, School for Scandal, and other 
Plays by Richard Biunsley Sheridan. 

Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwood. 

Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
and The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table. By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 



Philistia. 
Babylon 
Strange Stories. 
Beckoning Hand, 
In all Shades 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

rated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6il. each. 
3IORT. <& FRANCES COLLINS. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
Village Comedy. | You Play Me False. 
By WILKIE COLLINS. 



Library Editions of Novels, many IUust 

By F. JM. ALLEN. 
Green as Grass. 

By GRANT ALLEN 



The Tents of Shem. 
For Maimie's Sake. 
The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Great Taboo. 



in an oiia.uc». »"». «.«— - - — --- 

Dumaresq's Daughter. | Blood Royal 
The Duchess of Powysland. 
Ivan Greet's Masterpiece. 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 
Phra the Phoenician. 
The Constable of St. Nicholas. 

By ALAN ST. AEBVN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean 
The Master of St. Benedict's. 

By Rcy. S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. ! Eve. 

By W. RESANT & J. RICE 



By Celia's Arbour. 
Monks of Thelema. 
The Seamy Side. 
Ten Years' Tenant. 



My Little Girl. 
Case of Mr.Lucraft 
ThisSonofYulcan 

Golden Butterfly. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
•Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

By WALTER BEMANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. I Herr Paul us. 
All in a Garden Fair | The Ivnrv Gate. 
The World Went Yery Well Then. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

Dorothy Forster. The Holy Rose. 

Uncle jack. Armorel of Lyon- 

ChildrenofGibeon. esse. 

Bell of St. Paul's. St. Katherine s by 

To Call Her Mine. the Tower. 
By KOI1EBT BKIIAWN. 

The Shadow of the Sword. | Matt. 

A Child of Nature. | Heir of Linne. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

God and the Man. I The New Abelard. 

Love Me for Ever. Foxglove Manor. 

Annan Water. I Master of the Mine. 
By HALL I'AI.M!. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Hagar. I The Deemster. 
By °1 ACL A HEX CO It IS AN. 

The Red Sultan. 



The Frozen Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
Law and the Lady. 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
"I Say No." 
Little Novels. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain 
A Rogue's Life. 
Blind Love. 



Armadale. 
After Dark. 
No Name. 
Antonina. | Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs? 
New Magdalen. 

By DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

By EDWARD II. COOPER. 
Geortory Hamilton. 

By JIATT CRIJI. 
Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. HI. CIS <• It Lit. 
Diana Barrington. 1 PrettyMiss Neville. 
Proper Pride. I A Bird of Passage. 

A Family Likeness. 

By WILLIAM CVPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET, 
The Evangelist: or, Port Salvation. 

Bv EKA8JHJS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of Youth. 

By JAitlES DE HIILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

liv .1. 1,1 ITII DERWEXT. 
Our Lady of Tears. I Circe's Lovers. 

By DICK DO.SOVAN. 
Tracked to Doom. 

By ,1Ir». ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. 

By G. itIAiWILLF FEIVN. 
The New Mistress. I Witness to the Bead. 

By I'ERCV FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Queen Cophetua. I King or Knave. 
One by One. I Ropes of Sand. 

A Real Queen. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— continued. 
If vet. by Sir B A BILL FUERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 
ED. UAKKGTT.-The Capel Girls. 

By CIIABLGS GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft. 

Loving a Dream. | Of High Degree. 
The Flower of the Forest. 

By E. GLANV1LLE. 
The Lost Heiress. I The Fossicker. 
A Fair Colonist. | 

By DECIL GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia Marazion. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 
A Waif of the Plains. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client. 
Susy. I Sally Dows. 

A Prote'ge' of Jack Hamlin's. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORfiE. 
Garth. Dust. 

Ellice Quentin. Fortune's Fool. 

Sebastian Strome. Beatrix Randolph. 
David Poindexter's Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 
By Sir A. HELPS.- Ivan de Biron. 

By ISAAC HENDERSON. 
Agatha Page. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
Lady Verner's Flight. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. 
That other Person. | Mrs. Juliet. 
By K. ASHE KINK. 
A Drawn Game. 
•'The Wearing of the Green." 

By E. LYNN LIIVTON. 



lone. 

Paston Carew. 

Sowing the Wind 



McCABTHY, 
Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
Camiola. 



Patricia Kemball 

Under which Lord? 

"My Love!" 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 

The World Well Lost. 

By UENRX W. LICV 
Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope, 
The Waterdale Neighbours, 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator. 
The Comet of a Season. 

By GEORGE MACBONALD. 
Heather and Snow. 

By AGNES MACBOKEM,. 
Quaker Cousins. 

By BERTRAM MITFORD. 
The Gun-Runner. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
Stephen Renshaw's Quest. 

By B. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
Life's Atonement. Val Strange. 
Joseph's Coat. Hearts. 

Coals of Fire. A Model Father, 

Old Blazer's Hero. Time's Revenges. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. I Cynic Fortune. 
The Way of the World. 



The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— continued. 

By MURRAV & HEBJIAIV. 
The Bishops' Bible. | Paul Jones's Alias. 
One Traveller Returns. 

By HUME NISBET. 
"Bail Up!" 

By GEORGES OIINET. 
A Weird Gift. 

By Mrs. OLIPIIANT. 
Whiteladies. 

By OUIBA. 
Held in Bondage. | Two Little Wooden 
Shoes. 



Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

CacilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. | Puck. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. I Signa. 
Princess H: 

ine, 



Saprax- 



In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. I Rufllno. 

Plpistrello. 

AVillageCommure 

Bimbi. I Wanda. 

Frescoes.! Othmar. 

In Maremma. 

Syrlin.l Guilderoy. 

Santa Barbara. 
By MARGARET A. FAIL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAVN. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Peril and Privation. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge 
The Canon's Ward. 



Holiday Tasks. 
The Burnt Million. 
The Word and tiie 

Will. 
Sunny Stories. 
A Trying Patient. 

PRICE. 

I The Foreigners. 



Walter's Word. 
By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
From Exile. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
Talk of the Town 

By E. C 
Yalentina. 
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival, 

By RICHARD PRICE. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections. 

By CHARLES READE. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself in his Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. | The Jilt. 
Singleheart and Doubletace. 
Good Stories of Men and other An irnr-'s. 



Hard Cash, 
Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone, 
Grimth Gaunt. 
Foul Play. 

By Mrs. J. II 



Wandering Hilr. 
A Womsn-Hatcr. 
A Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A Perilous Secret. 
RIUUEEI, 



The Prince of Wales's Garden P. rty. 
Weird Stories. 

By F. tV. KOBI\*0\. 

Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

By ^Y. (LAICK l!l>iM!,l„ 

Ocean Tragedy. | My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide VVUla Sea. 



PICCADILLY. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels — continued. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Guy Waterman. I Two Dreamers. 
Bound to Wheel. | Lion in the Path. 
Ky KATHARINE SAVNDEBS. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. | Sebastian. 

By 8, UKE SHARP. 
In Steamer Chair | From Whose Bourne 

By HAWLEY SIIABX. 
Without Love or Licence. 

By B. A. STEBNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

B.V BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proua Maisie. I The Violin-player. 

By FRANCES E. TBOLLOl'E. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Rnne Furness. | Mabel's Progress. 



The Piccadilly (3'6) Novels— continued. 
By IVAN I'VRGENIEFF, Ac. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By ANTHONY TROLEOPE. 
Frau Frohmann. I Land-Leaguers. 
Marion Fay. | The Way We Live How. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

By C. C. FRASER-IVTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TVTEER. 
The Bride's Pass. I Lady Bell. 
Buried Diamonds. | Blackhall Ghosts. 

By MARK TWAIN. 
The American Claimant. 
The £1,000,000 Bank-note. 

By J. S. WINTER. 
A Soldier's Children. 

By E. ZOLA. 
The Downfall. I Dr. Pascal. 
The Dream. | Money. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 



Post 8vo, illustrated 
By ARTEMUS WAB». 
Artemus Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 
By MARY ALBERT. 
Brooke Finchley's Daughter. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow? | Yalerie' Fate, 

By GBANT ALLEN. 
Strange Stories. The Devil's Die. 
Philistia. This Mortal Coil. 

Babylon. In all Shades. 

Tne Beckoning Hand. 
For Maimie's Sake. | Tents of Shem. 
Great Taboo. | Dumaresq's Daughter. 

By E. LESTER ABNOLO. 
Fhra the Phoenician. 

By ALAN ST. AUBVN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean, 
By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Bed Spider. | Eve. 

By FRANK. BARRETT. 
Fettered for Life. 
Between Life and Death. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
Folly Morrison. [Honest Davie. 
Lieut. Barnabas. A Prodigal's Progress, 
Found Guilty. I A Recoiling Yengeaace, 
For Love and Honour. 
John Ford; and His Helpmate. 
Little Lady Linton. 
By W. BESANT & .1. RICE 



By Celia's Arbour. 
Monks of Thelema. 
The Seamy Side. 
Ten Years' Tenant. 



This Son of Vulcan. 
My Little Girl. 
CaseofMr.Lucraft. 
Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
•Twas in Trafalgar s Bay. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
BySHELSLEYBEAUCHAMF 
Urantley Grange. „.,-„,.„ 

By AMBKOSE BlIiUll, 

In the Midst ot Lira. 



boards, 2s. each. : ~. •- - 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 

Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

By WALTER BESANT. 
Dorothy Forster. I Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
The World Went Yery Well Then. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 

The Bell of St. Paul's. [ The Holy Eose. 
Armorel of Lyonesse. 
St. Katherine's by the Tower. 

By BRET IIARTE. 
Californian Stories. | Gabriel Conroy. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. I Flip. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp. | Maruja. 
A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

By HAROLD BRYDGES. 
Uncle Sam at Home. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



The Martyrdom of 

Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 
The Heir of LInne. 



The Shadow of the 

Sword. 
A Child of Nature, 
God and the Man, 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 

By HALL (AINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the "Black Prince." 
By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the Love of a Lass. 

By Mr«. ARCHER (HIE, 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Bt MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

Br C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 



30 



BOOKS FLioL;^;;:.^ :_•: 



Two. Shilling Novels — continued. 
HIOBT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 

Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
Fight with Fortune. | Village Comedy. 
Sweet and Twenty. | You Play me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. | Frances. 
By WILK1E COLLINS. 



My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Fincli. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter 
The Slack Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
"I Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 



Armadale. 
After Dark. 
No Name. 
Antonina. | Basil. 
Hido and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Oueen of Hearts. 
Miss or Mrs? 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
Haunted Hotel. 
A Rogue's Life. 

By HI. J. COLQUIIOHN. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 

By BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

By C. ECBEKT CRADDOt'H. 
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

By MATT CfSIM. 
Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. ,?I. CROKER, 
Pretty Miss Neville. I Bird of Passage. 
Diana Barrington. Proper Pride. 
"To Let." I 

By AV. CIPLES.- Hearts of Gold. 

By AL^PHONSE BAUDET. 
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation. 
By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of Youth. 

By JABIES BE BIILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

By .¥. LEITH DERWE1VT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

By CHARLES DICKER, 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man-Hunter. | Caught at LastI 
Tracked and Taken. | Wanted ! 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
The Man from Manchester. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information Received. 
Tracked to Doom. | Link by Link. 
Suspicion Aroused. 
By Mrs. ANNIE EBWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 
By BL BETHAM-EDWAROS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

By E»W. EGfit,ESTOJf.-Roxy. 

By «. BIANV1LLE EENN. 
The New Mistress. 

By FEKCV FITKCEBALD, 
Bella Donna. I Polly. 

Never Eorgotten. I Fatal Zero. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

I'EUCV riTMiER^I.D, &e. 
Strar,£e Secrtts. 



Two-Shilling Novels— continued. 
ALBANY BE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

By B. E. FRANCILLON. 



Olympia. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 



Queen Cophetua. 
King or Knave? 
Romances of Law. 



By HAROLD FREDERIC 

Seth's Brother's Wife. | Lawton Girl. 
Pref. by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 
ISA IN FRISWEI.L.-Oneof Two. 

By EDWARD GARKE'1'1'. 
The Capel Girls. 

By U1EBERT «Al l„ 
A Strango Manuscript. 

By CHARLES OIBBON. 



In Honour Bound. 
Flower of Forest. 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 



Robin Gray, 
Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World Say? 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green. 
Queen of Meadow. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 

By WII.IiSAU r.IEBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. I James Duke. 
The Wizard or the Mountain. 

Sty ERNEST OLANVILI.E. 
The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker. 
By IIENRV GBEVII.LE. 
A Noble Woman. I Nikanor. 

By JOHN HABBERTON. 
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck. 

By ANDREW UALLIDAV. 
Every-Day Papers. 

By Liuly DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Sebastian Strome. 

Dust. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Love— or a Name. 



Garth 

Ellice Quentin, 

Fortune's Fool 

Miss Cadogna. 

David Poindexter's Disappearance, 

The Spectre of the Camera. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 

Hy II E IV It Y HE K.MAN. 
A Leading Lady 

By JOHN HILL. 
Treason-Felonv. 

Ity Mr*. CASHEL HOEV. 
The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. CEORGE HOOPER, 
The House of Raby. 

ByTIOHE HOPKINS. 
'Twixt Love and Duty. 

By Mrs. HUNUERFORD. 
A Maiden all Forlorn. 
In Durance Vile. I A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. I A Modern Circe. 

By BIrs. ALFRED HIM. 
Thornicrort's Model. I Self Condemned. 
That Other Person. | Leaden Casket. 
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iwo-shilli;;g Novels — continued. 

Ry JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

By HARRIETT JAY. 
Dark Colleen. | Queen of Connaught. 

By MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

By K. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. I Passion's Slave. 
"The Wearing of the Green." 
Bell Barry. 
By JOHN LEYS.-The Lindsays. 

By E. LYNN I.IN'l'ON. 
Patricia Kemball. Paston Carew. 
World Well Lost. "My Love!" 
Under which Lord? lone. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fieyce. 

By justin McCarthy. 
A Fair Saxon. Donna Quixote. 

Linley Rochford. Haid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. Camioia. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
The Comet of a Season. 

Ry I1VGH MACCOLL. 
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

Ry AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

KATHARINE S. MACQUOJD. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

By W. II. MALLOCU. 
The New Republic. 

By FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame! | Fighting the Air. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
Written in Fire. 

By J. MASTERMAN. 
Haifa-dozen Daughters. 
Ry BRANDEK MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

Br LEONARD MERKICK. 
The Man who was Good. 

Ry JEAN M1DDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 

Ry Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. 
By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Old Blazer's Hero. 

Hearts. 

Way of the World. 

Cynic Fortune. 



A Model Father, 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. 
A Life's Atonement. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 

KyllUKKAl nu<! HERMAN 
One Traveller Returns. 
Paul Jones's Alias. 
the Bishops' Bible. 



Two-Shilling Novfls — continued. 

By HENRY MURRAY. 
A Game of Bluff. 

By HUME NISBET. 
" Bail Up !" | Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. 

By ALICE O'HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. | Chance? or Fate? 

By GEORGES OH NET. 
D:\ Rameau. I Las< Love. | Weird Gift. 

It- Ills. OLIHIIAIVr. 
Whiteladies. | The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Heiress in England. 
By Mrs. ROBERT O REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

By OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage, 

Strathmorc. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess Naprax- 

ine. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 



Two Little Wooden 
Shoes. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

» Village Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Rufflno. 

Syrlin. 

Ouida's Wisdom, 
Wit, and Pathos. 



MARGARET AGNES PAIL 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 



£200 Reward. 
Marine Residence. 
Mirk Abbey. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 
From Exile. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit. 

The Canon's Ward 
Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 



Bentinck's Tutor, 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

Clyffards of Clyffe, 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands, 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

Humorous Stories. 

Lost Sir Massingberd 

A Perfect Treasure. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

What He Cost Her. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Less Black than We're Painted. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

Glow-worm Tales. 

The Mystery of Mirbridge 

The Burnt Million. 

The Word and the Will. 

A Prince of the Blood. 

Sunny Stories. 

By C. L. PIRKIS. 
Lady Lovelace. 

Ry EDGAR A. ■•OB. 
The Mystery of Marie RogeU 




ONE OF THE THINi 

WE ARE APT TO CRUMBLE AT 

IN FRANCE, 

The providing of one's own soap at hotels . 

Permit me to remark that this is oni 

of those things 

THEY DO MANAGE BETTER IN FRANCI 

than we do here. I am strongly ofopinioi 
that every one when travelling shouli 
carry his or her own soap as one taki 
one's oivn hair-brush or sponge. It 
much more cleanly, and there can be m 
better providing in this respect for the hi 
suh and warm winds and du&t of travt 
than a cahe of 




which, under such circumstances, I have 
found very efficient in the prevention oj 
sunburn and allied annoyances. 



FBOM AN ARTICLE BY 
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